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CHAPTER I. 

If we'd hunt for joys among our cares 

In life's abundant store. 

We'd find the wheat out-yields the tares 

A thousand fold or more. 

There'd be no call to fume and fret 

For the bitter, that's 'mongst the sweet, 

It's put there for a purpose — yet 

It hdps make life com^uete. 

INTRODUCTORY 

A book that is different, founded on the solid 
rocks of facts and truth; Minnesota, the Dakotas 
and the plains of Montana are the scenes; com- 
mon but God loving souls are the characters; 
characters that can ever be found struggling with 
that soul wrecking problem that is over-shad- 
owing this old foot-stool of ours, in their efforts 
to separate the wheat from the chaff, and gain 
a hold on the peace and happiness that have 
been promised to us all. 

Heroes and heroines are there none; but brave 
battles are waged with love, hatred and scorn, — 
battles both lost and won. 

Yes, dear reader, different; not the lives us- 
ually found 'twixt the pages of our present day 
novels, — gently floating ^ong on the tides of 
luxury and comfort, — but ones that have to earn 
their daily bread by honest toil and the sweat 
of their brows. 

He, a struggling mechanic who had reached 
the prime of life before he was made to know 
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the true meaning of love, for the simple reason 
that the rightful chord had never been sounded. 

She, a happy, honest farm girl, whose young 
and trusting heart had once gone out in love to 
one whose treachery was more than equal to 
her faith. And the Gordian Imot that had been 
tied by the laws of God was loosed by the laws 
of man; but not until a felon's cell had enclosed 
about the worthless and faithless form of the 
one who had trampled her loving and confid- 
ing heart into the pitiless throes of torture and 
sorrow. And fate had decreed that while he 
was languishing behind the walls that separ- 
ated him from freedom, — time that might have 
been blessed days of peace and joy had he so 
chosen, — she was lavishing her life's love on 
the sunbeam that had been sent to brighten 
her life and add to her burden, — a burden that 
always becomes a devotion through the magic 
powers of a mother's love. 

And while all this is unknown to the one that 
is destined to carry out such an important part 
in this story of live, she is earning support for 
herself and child tmder the hospitable shelter 
of a quaint old-fashioned hotel in a modest little 
Minnesota town, where by chance the routine 
of business throws them together daily. 

A friendship springs up, grows and ripens; 
and when his business affairs called on him to 
take his departure into distant fields, a kind and 
courteous invitation was extended, and gladly 
welcomed by him, to maintain a correspondence 
with her. 

And while the hands of time were slowly but 
steadily rolling arotmd, the seeds of love that 
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had lain so dormant in his heart sprang into 
life with a passionate energy that soon broke 
from the confines of his selfish soul; and here 
the struggle begins: 

He, with a hungry desire to shower on her the 
love that has so happily burst from its shell 
of careless indifference, and to bathe in the 
glories of his devotion to her, worships her as 
a gift that has been sent to repay him for the years 
of listless care that had so filled his life. 

Modestly, she accepts his friendship, his kind- 
ness, and all but his love till in the final mo- 
ment, when the memories of former abuses 
mingle with the pent up sorrows that lurk in 
her heart, she turns on him with the smothered 
rage of a tortured heart, and all of the spirit 
of a long hoarded revenge is poured out on his 
head, and he is called upon to answer for the sins 
and transgressions, and to bear blame for the 
deeds, of one that he had never seen. 

And here, dear reader, is where you can learn 
that the same compassion and fortitude that 
were borne by HIM that bore our cross of sins 
and crown of thorns up Calvary's side, can 
yet be found treading the walks of every day 
life; and also learn that the brightest, sweetest 
and most glorious deeds can easily be accomplished 
by obeying that noble command to return good 
for evil, and by so doing pave the way for the 
fulfilment of those happy promises: "OUT OF 
DARKNESS SHALL THERE COME LIGHT,** 
and ''YE SHALL GO FORTH OUT OF THE 
DISMAL PATHS OF GLOOM INTO GOD'S 
OWN SUNSHINE LED BY THE HAND OF 
A LITTLE CHILD." 



CHAPTER II. 

In the ever surging and turbtdent purstdts 
of life the balance of power, for some unknown 
reason, lies divided in such a way and manner, 
that the weak are the ones that are compelled 
to blaze the way and bridge the streams out 
into the tmknown wilds of the future, so that 
the carefully guarded energies of the strong will 
not be overtaxed, or impaired, in their lusty 
efforts to follow after and reap the gains. 

It always had been thus. We are told that 
when the children of Israel made their pilgrimage 
into Egypt, their army consisted of strength 
only in numbers, but weak indeed as to the mat- 
ter of worldly goods; but they were glad to have 
an Egypt to go to, where for a time, at least, 
they would be able to enjoy the fruits of their 
own labors. For them, as well as now, it was 
just a matter of time till the power of wealth 
would over-run their newly fotmd location, and 
with the aid of some man-made pretext, gather 
in the little that they had produced, to help 
to increase the power that was already throb- 
bing with strength; for even then, they were 
aware that just so long as the God made pro- 
ducts of nature could be garnered in and exchanged 
into the man made standards of value, that 
the balance of power always would lie with the 
ones that were able to dictate those standards. 

A wheel within a wheel: the weak growing 
weaker through their own efforts to produce 
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strength, while the strong are waxing stronger 
consuming those very efforts. And it natur^ly 
follows that the weak are the ones that are 
continiially being crowded out over the edge to 
do the prospecting, while the more fortunate 
ones appear shortly after on the scene, to pan 
the gold. 

Yes: the very principles that drove our fore- 
fathers to scrape the keels of their boats on the 
rocky shores of Massachusetts, are the very same 
that drove their offspring out into the urJcnown 
wilds of Pennsylvania, Ohio and Kentucky, — 
and in turn, their descendants, on to the stretch- 
ing plains of Minnesota, the Dakotas and^ Mon- 
tana, where this story gets its birth ndd the 
swiftly revolving occurences of human events. 
Why conditions are so we are not wise enough 
to answer and far too wise to question; but who 
can say that they are not all for the best? 

As a rule the pioneering of any new country 
is done by ones who, — ^though they may be 
weak in the matter of worldly goods are strong 
in their sense of a just obligation to their fel- 
low men, — ^in order to escape the struggle for 
existence that continually stared them in the 
face, and the certainty that conditions were fast 
growing worse with no hopes of ever getting bet- 
ter, sought new fields; for conditions had now 
reached a point where Nature continuing to 
smile on them in the way of a family, likewise 
frowned in the way of fortune, until the events 
that should have been considered blessings, 
proved to be burdens instead. So they were 
not only eager to grasp the advice of that won- 
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derftil old orator, Horace Greeley: **Go West, 
young man, and grow up with the country," 
but they were willing to stretch the point of 
age to the limit, so that it would include the 
middle aged, as well as the young who were 
the future young man and woman. 

The nation, at that time, was just awaken- 
ing to the fact that there was a vast area of 
fertile plains lying west of the Red and Sioux 
Rivers, that up to then had been known only 
as the Great American Desert, and till then 
had been considered only as a barren waste. 
It had been shunned by mankind till only a 
few roaming tribes of Indians, and buflfaloes 
and coyotes laid any claim to it for a home. 

Civilization had unwittingly worked a grand 
flank movement on that great expanse. With 
its base at the east it Tiad thrown its left wing 
around to the south and was fast closing in on 
the south and west, while the right was slowly 
creeping around to the north by way of Man- 
itoba and the British Northwest and awaited 
only a matter of time until a junction wotild 
be formed, somewhere near the Rockies, to com- 
pletely surround it. 

And though the few that went to make up 
the advance guard of that grand army of pro- 
gress could harly be called pioneers, they cotild, 
if you please, be classed as compulsory adven- 
turers .They were not adventurers through choice, 
by any means; they were the small fish that were 
fast being crowded out of the already over-stock- 
ed pools of the East, and had but one choice, — the 
Devil or the Deep Sea. They chose the sea; for 
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they had nothing to lose, and all to gain. So, why 
shouldn't they? But, even then, in spite of their 
comparitive weakness, they were boldly willing to 
say to the native red man, as though in retal- 
iation for what had already been said to them: 

Disperse, ye weaklings, or thou must fall; 

For I am great, and thou art small/' 

And that very red man was the one who knew 
just what that meant. It meant death and 
destruction to both him and his, — ^indirectly, di- 
rectly, or both; for if they did not get his life 
they would get his only means of subsistence. 
At first he chose to sell his life directly, and at 
as high a price as he was able to put on it; but 
in a very brief space of time he was brought 
to see plainly that soon they, and not he, could 
set the price; and the only thing left for him to 
do was to stand back with folded arms, and 
meekly bow his head in submission to the powers 
that be, and sadly watch the destruction of 
his daily bread, the buflEalo, 

With humbled spirts and aching heart he 
was made to realize sadly, that 

He had nursed a serpent to his breast, 
Without thought of price or gains; 
And in eratitude for his caress, 
It fanged him, for his pains." 

Those traders, trappers and hunters did noth- 
ing directly to advance progress, but indirect- 
ly they did. They btiilt better than they knew; 
they toiled not, neither did they spin; they 
tilled no soil, but they took the life from its 
surface; they btiilt neither cities nor roads, but 
camps and trails followed their advance. When 
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they had robbed their vicinity to the point of 
destitution, they moved to greener fidds. In 
their wake they left a vast, unwatered sea of 
almost lifeless plains that were later destined to 
become the abode of a sturdy and energetic 
people. "The Man with the Hoe" who now could 
see that conditions in the easten states were fast 
coming to resemble those of the Old World; 
for he now cotild see that if he wished to keep 
himself and his offspring out of serfdom, that 
his was the next move; and was also plainly 
led to see that his labors of the past had only 
gone to add strength to those who were already 
stronger than he. 

And he who, with visions of at least a humble 
home before his mind's eye, gathered his few 
belongings together, treked to the outermost 
borders of civilization and there took up his 
position as near to the edge as he could get, — 
he should have our highest praise; for it was he 
and he alone who made the northwest what 
it is today. 

And, as then was the custom, the men folks 
went first to prepare the shelter that was to be 
called home for a time, at least; while mothers, 
wives, sisters, brothers and sweethearts remained 
behind, anxiously counting the days till the call 
would come for them to follow. And along 
with mother, sisters and a younger brother came 
the child, dear reader, whose fortune, joys and 
sorrows we are going to ask you to follow as one 
of the characters of this eventful story. 



In but very few respects did he differ from other 
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healthy boys of his age, except that in school 
he was qtiick to leam and was always in classes 
that were ahead of his years. It never took 
his teachers long to discover that the natural 
bent of his youthftil mind was towards compo- 
sition; and, whenever, by chance, they would 
happen to glance towards his desk and would 
find that he was exhibiting an unusual amotmt 
of energy on his supposed lessons, if they would 
take the trouble to approach him stealthily, 
they would find that he was deeply engrossed 
in the attempt to improve the essays of some of 
the old time authors; and in some instances, 
at least, the improvement was so pronounced 
that they began to encourage rather than to 
rebuke lum for his digression from his regular 
studies. 

And, as was then the custom, on the last 
Friday afternoon of each month the regular 
schedule of reading, 'riting and 'rithmetic was 
omitted, and the time was given over to the 
reading of compositions of local authorship, as 
well as to the reciting of poems and of dialogues. 

Those were the good old days when they 
never had to wonder why parents did not visit 
the school; for the parents were there in all 
their glory. And many, many a timid little 
offspring has gone trembling up to the teacher's 
platform with a well learned and oft repeated 
little verse on the end of his tongue, only to 
break down and forget even the name of it, 
as he became aware that the eyes of everyone 
were centered on him. And those are the ones, 
dear reader, that stand in need of your sym- 
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pathetic heart and hand; for not only did they 
feel the sting of the disgrace that overhung their 
heads at school, but, in many cases, they felt 
the sting of something else when they reached 
the peaceful chambers of their home. 

But w^'th our yoimgster, dear reader, it was 
diflferent. Though he was endowed with the 
gift of composing that was far, far beyond his 
years, he flatly refused to exhibit or expose his 
talent by reading his own compositions, nor 
would he read those of any one else. No amotmt 
of persuasion could induce him to make the 
attempt, for instances had occured when he 
was given his choice of learning and recite a 
piece or taking a whipping; he learned the piece 
and then took the whipping, and concluded that 
it was a good bargain at that. 

Such a mind as that, as could be naturally ex- 
pected, longed for the time to come when new 
worlds would roll before his eyes in reality, as 
well as in his exceedingly vivid imagination. 
For as yet, the green wooded lots of his child- 
hood home and the blue waters of Lake Huron 
were the only worlds he knew, — ^but the pages 
of this little book will show that he, sadly, had 
more worlds to learn. 



The other interesting and crowning charac- 
ter that you, dear reader, will learn to love, 
is a native blossom of the west, — a golden sun- 
beam in a happy western home. The glow 
of health was always on her fair German cheek 
the azure sparkle of Minnesota's lakes mirrored 
in her eyes and the rippling laughter of her 



OUT OF DARKNESS INTO LIGHT 15 

brooks recorded in her voice. She, too, was 
of humble birth, bom of that good old German 
stock that has taken such pride in showing the 
West that their greatest delight is to build up 
something, out of nothing, and whose energy 
and industry can only be daimted by remov- 
ing from them the God given breath of life. 

She was a picture of childhood health and 
happiness, and although the pure and busy life 
on the western farm were robbing her of the 
education and many, of the accomplishments 
that are now so readily foimd by the modem 
girl, it was blessing her with a disposition that 
spelled love to all who came in contact with her 
cheerftil ways. And she, for some unaccoimt- 
able reason, and one that is far too sacred for 
us to question, was brought face to face with the 
sorrowful fact tha^ there is a world of disappoint- 
ment, sorrow and grief, as well as one of joy 
and bliss. 

And, as we told you in the opening chapter, 
this story was built on a truthful foundation. 
We are not going to even substitute the names 
of others in their stead, but will call them by 
their rightftil given names and will omit their 
surnames entirely, for this little book, no doubt, 
will find its way before the eyes of loving friends 
who will recognize the story. And now, dear 
reader, let us grasp the womanly hand of Helen 
and the hard but ever helpftil hand of John, 
and journey with them through the dismal re- 
cesses of fate, until, in time to come, we reach 
the happy fulfillment of that glorious promise: 
"Out of Darkness, There Shall Come Light." 



CHAPTER III. 

John's father together with his oldest brother, 
who was some ten years older than he, had 
heard the call of the west. With others, who 
were just as ready as they to better their condi- 
tions, they were fast msddng ready to cast their 
lots and take their chances on those widely 
and highly lauded western plains that were 
holding out such wonderful offers and induce- 
ments to those who wished to avail themselves 
of the opportunity to gain a home. And al- 
ways, glowing in their breasts, was the hope 
that they would find things as they had been re- 
ported and that they, for themselves and their 
families, could find an opportunity to gain the 
independence that had been so emphatically 
denied to them in their present locality. 

So, if the amoimt of wealth that they pos- 
sessed did fail to swell their pockets to any 
great extent, the hopes that swelled their hearts 
more than made up for that useftil, though lack- 
ing, commodity. And bidding their friends, and 
those nearer and dearer to them than friends, 
a fond farewell, they started for the "Out West/* 
as it was called. That start was an eventful 
move, not only for them, but for their families 
and their friends as well, and news was anxious- 
ly awaited for by all. The spirit of emigration 
appeared to be in the air, but very few possessed 
the necessary means to take their families with 
them, and they could hardly leave them behind 
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to care for themselves; others that did have the 
means, lacked the nerve, and were willing to 
wait until they heard how the ones already gone, 
had fared. **Good morning, have you heard 
from out west?", could be heard from the lips 
of both old and yotmg. Never were post offices 
watched any closer than by the dear ones that 
were left behind. And when the incoming mails 
began to bring, at last, the long looked for and 
gladly welcomed messages, the formalities of 
visits were thrown to the winds, as those loved 
ones made their daily calls on one another to 
learn what the men folks had to say in regard 
to their adventure. 

When, at last, a letter arrived from his father, 
there was rejoicing in the hearts of the little 
mother and the family that needed no mag- 
nifjring in the least; for it bore with it the glad- 
some tidings that they were not only all well, 
but that they were all Well pleased with the 
appearance of the cotmtry and the prospects 
that looked very promising to them; that they, 
each and every one, had ffled homestead entries 
on parcels of real, sure-enough land out of the 
government domain of what is now South Da- 
kota; that for the sum total of fourteen dol- 
lars, some stated improvements, and making 
residence for the term of five years, the United 
States government would make each and every 
one of them the present of a clear title to one 
hundred and sixty acres, — providing they were 
in possession of the required amount of nerve 
to hold the land for that length of time. 

After getting their teachers to show them 
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the exact proportions of an acre, and after com- 
paring that with the dinky little yard that lay 
in front of their rented home, John and his 
sisters often found themselves wondering how 
one family cotild own so much land. He was 
often heard trying to persuade his playmates 
into the notion of going with them when they 
moved, for, as he would tell them, "There is 
room on our farm for us all." But the thorn 
that pierced his side was the statement that 
Father had made in one of his letters, to the 
effect that it would take at least two years be- 
fore this land could be made to produce any- 
thing but hopes; and until it was able to make 
some return in something a little more staple, 
they would all be compelled to stay where they 
were. That did not tend to add very much 
cheer to his already overstretched enthusiasm; 
for it brought him up against the solid and 
solemn truth that he would have to be at least 
a half orphan, for a long, long time. 

But, as time went by, letters from both Father 
and Brother brought to them the information 
that neighboring settlers had been hired to 
break up a part of the sod on their claims; the 
next season that land could be planted, and 
while it was growing, some more could be made 
ready for the following year. In the mean- 
time Father found employment in the nearest 
town, some forty miles to the east, where he 
was able to earn a larger salary than he had ever 
known in the east, and which, they all found, 
came in very handy as a means to pay for the 
needed improvements ont he land, as well as to 
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remit to Mother the needed wherewithal to keep 
the wolf from the door, until the time when 
they all cotdd be removed from the presence 
of such wolves. And by practicing the economy 
that is known only to the poor of the east, that 
little mother was managing affairs in a way 
that deserved only the highest credit. But time 
was dragging very slowly for that boy. It always 
does for a boy, when there is anything of import- 
ance looming up in the future: and a healthy 
boy is always looking into the future. But time 
is a thing that is just as reliable in its visits 
as a rent collector, and at last came the call 
that had been so long and patiently waited 
for, together with the necessary funds to pay 
their transportation to that long wished for goal. 

But the happiness that should have accom- 
panied that welcome beckon was somewhat dulled 
by the urgent request that they hurry, for the 
-eldest son and brother was very ill, and the 
ever helping hand of that little mother was sorely 
needed. It is needless to say that no time was 
needlessly wasted in their preparations for the 
journey, and on a bright and pleasant October 
day, mid the cheerful and hopeful wishes of 
many friends, the start was made. 

And yet, the seriousness of that call to hurry 
hiad not dawned on the thoughts of that boy; 
his .young mind was far too busily occupied 
with other matters of a more local nature. But 
there was one in that little group, dear friends, 
that knew its full importance and the wheels 
of transportation could not revolve any too 
swiftly to suit her, — and that one was that same 
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little mother; her first bom was in danger, and 
a mother alone knows just what that means. 

Three long days and three long nights, — ^what 
might have been a pleasant journey, had it not 
been for the anxious thoughts that were crowd- 
ing all else from her anxious mind; as it was, 
-"t was marked with no importance whatever 
except that of its slowness; and the rapturous 
beauties of that golden tinted Mid West were 
denied to her, for, although they were spread 
before her eyes, they were dimmed by a veil 
of tears. 

It was late in the evening when at last the end 
was reached, and in but a few brief moments, 
after their train had arrived at their destin- 
ation, they were all to be brought to the sad 
realization that the place, — ^flaunted before their 
eyes and pictured into their hopeful hearts as 
nothing short of a land of fortune and promise, — 
cotild furnish the usual amount of sorrow and 
blighted hopes, as well. 

One and only one met them at the depot, — 
that one was Father, and it could be seen plain- 
ly that he had a hard, hard task before him. 
After the welcoming kiss he bade them follow; 
and leading them down a strangely dismal street 
in a strange, new, western town, entered a room 
where kind, friendly hearts were beating sadly 
in the breasts of fellow pioneers who drew aside 
while the father sadly introduced his little brood 
to the death bed of the oldest son and brother, 
who took his flight to that other promised land 
before the dawn of mom. The walls of hope 
that they had been building heavenward for 
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SO long, had outgrown their proportions and 
came tumbling down, with a saddening crash, 
upon the hearts of all. That cruel and treach- 
erous visitor had again reached forth its ever 
grasping hand and had robbed the west of man- 
hood in its bud. 

But. who knows not the sting of death 
Mid creation's mingled throng? 
Altho we're told 'twiU be conquered last, 
Oh, God, — ^How long? How long? 



CHAPTER IV. 

Where trouble's blackest clouds may soar, 

And sorrow's billows foam; 

Where saddest showers of grief may pour 

On many once happy home; 

One thing God in his wisdom planned, — 

Matters not however dim, 

You cannot close grief's door so tight 

But that sunshine will filter in. 

Sad beginning, indeed, for their new western 
life. But the ones with whom they were now 
to cast their lots were westerners and all there 
together for one common cause; every heart 
and hand was open and they were made to feel 
that the burden of grief was not for them alone, 
but for all. No tribute can come from either 
tongue or pen that will do justice to the open 
hearted hospitality of those kindly pioneers; 
great or small, they arose to the occasion, ever 
ready to link themselves, hand in hand, for the 
welfare of each and every one. And the North- 
west today is the only memor'al that will fitly 
mark their past, — one that will stand long, long 
after granite spires and marble slabs have re- 
ttimed, along with their bones, back to the 
dust from which they came. 

They were there, from every place and from 
every walk in life; and no matter how diverse 
had been their former environments, they were 
now, all together, with but one aim and one 
purpose, and that was to gain for themselves 
the homes and the possessions that had been 
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denied to them in their former locations. And 
banded together as they were, in both heart 
and hand, meant that when misfortune or sor- 
row overtook one, it overtook all; and the com- 
mandment to love thy neighbor as thyself never 
came any nearer being exemplified than on those 
bleak and stretching plains. 

And while, with sorrowing hearts and kindly 
hands, those friendly settlers helped them to 
lay their loving son and brother in a newly 
made grave in the newly made cemetery, the 
memory of those green wooded lots and ripp- 
ling brooks of his childhood home were fast 
crowding bitter tears from the eyes of that boy; 
for the welcome that he had so expected to re- 
ceive in mirth and joy, had been turned instead 
to sadness and to tears. But that dear little 
mother, with the fortitude that ever blessed 
her hopeftil heart, w'th wavering voice said, 
"It's the will of God and must be borne." 

That blessed little woman, — a rock upon which 
to btiild your faith, a soothing pillow for every 
aching head and heart, and a guiding hand to 
the imcertain, — was a woman who believed that 
we were all created as equals, and that if any 
fell below the standard it was from other causes, 
and not from God's; a woman who accepted 
nothing but that could be used for the better, 
and who asked for nothing but what was needed; 
a woman who with Quaker-like courage took 
exception even to the Lord's Prayer, — ^inas- 
much as the appeal to Him to lead us not into 
temptation seemed useless words to her; for, 
as she said, if we were never led into temptation 
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until we were led there by the One who had 
given His earthly life and blood to save the 
souls of His Father's flock, that we could assure 
otu^elves of our places as shining gems, set in 
a crown of glory. 

With the ever calm and soothing council of 
such a mother, coupled with the balmy breezes 
of autumn on the western plain, the entire family, 
in a short time foimd themselves looking ahead 
to a bright and promising future, instead of 
back over the troubled sea of sorrow. For 
there was work to be done in the west; there 
was life in the west, and the promises of a pros- 
perous future. So, after spending the long win- 
ter months in the little town that had given 
them such a sympathetic welcome, they all 
made ready to move in the spring to their new 
home on the claim, — there to take up the struggles 
that have to be met and contended with by all 
pioneer settlers; and there, also, to learn the 
lessons that are taught and put into practice 
in the choiceless schools of economy. 

Dear reader, if you have never done any 
pioneering you are in no position to know the 
amount of resourcefulness that is wrapped up 
in the himian form. If you could have seen 
some of the stunts that were of common oc- 
currence in their every-day life, you would ays 
with us that Robinson Crusoe was not the only 
one that knew the exact meaning of practical 
economy, and you also would say that there is 
an amusing and comic side to life, even in pov- 
erty. But there these things were such a com S 
mon, every-day occurence, that they went with- 
out notice. 
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Very little could be done on those broad acres, 
in the way of farming, without the aid of the 
domestic beasts of burden. After the winter 
had departed, about everything that was able 
to carry a harness, was drafted into service 
and it was no uncommon thing to see a team, — 
half horse, half ox, — doing good service in the 
fields. Nor did it stop at that, for the writer 
has seen a good team made up entirely of cows 
which did the double service of furnishing food 
for the family and of helping to produce more. 
Horses were scarce, and few of the settlers pos- 
sessed more than were strictly necessary. The 
auto was at that time just being bom, and no 
one thought that it wotdd be the common com- 
modity that it now is. So, when it happened 
that the women folks had to make a visit to 
the market at a busy time, anything in the 
way of a conveyance was brought into use; 
and many times has an old faithful horse made 
the trip hitched to a double buggy, — a stunt 
which could easily be accomplished by tying 
the eveners back to the hind ^e, and the pole 
fastened up to the hames. Old Dobbin has 
made more than one trip to town hitched to 
a sled or a stone boat, in the heat of summer; 
it did not matter what the mode of conveyance 
was, — ^just so long as it conveyed. 

And the same rule applied to wearing ap- 
parel as well; for fashions fancies had, as yet, 
not met their gaze, and just so long as it was 
within the bounds of decency, cleanliness and 
comfort, everything went without questions. 
Everybody made the best of everything and 
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was satisfied; and less murmtiring was to be heard 
then, over their limited circumstances, than 
can be heard today in the same locality amid 
surroundings of luxuries and comforts. 

Social functions, too, were enjoyed, though 
they were on a small scale. Parties were nu- 
merous; debating and singing classes were or- 
ganized; dances were common; even the old 
quilting bee was not forgotten; and from that 
aggregation of youngsters, hailing from such 
widely scattered parts, good base ball teams were 
found. The young folks did their share not 
only to make life enjoyable for themselves but 
for everyone around them. 

Many a laughable and amusing incident took 
place that is still fresh in the memory of the 
writer. One that carried with it about as great 
a sense of humor as any, was the case of an old 
German gentleman named Heller, who, together 
with his kind hearted old frau, had come out 
from the east to join ranks with the pioneers. 
After getting settled down on his homestead, 
he proceeded to clear away some stone that was 
in the way of his farming operations. As yet 
there were no exact lines to designate the boun- 
daries of each separate claim and he made the 
mistake of piling the stones up on another man's 
farm. Of course everybody knew that it was 
an unintentional mistake; but there was a good 
chance for some fun, and one that could not 
be let slip past. So there were phony charges 
brought against him; a phony warrant was served 
by a phony sheriff; and he was brought before 
a phony judge and twelve phony jurymen, good 
and true. 
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The trial lasted three days and a good share 
of the nights. The pleas that were made and 
the points of law that were interpreted, would 
have made Blackstone, himself, sit up and take 
notice. Court always adjourned at chore time; 
and the prisoner at the bar was allowed to go 
home on his own cognizance, to attend to his 
necessary duties, with instructions from the 
Honorable Court to be on hand again at the 
next regular session, — ^instructions which he faith- 
fully obeyed. 

On the fourth day some of the older heads 
concluded that court had been in session about 
long enough for that term, and informed the old 
gentlemen that there was a lot of fun being had 
at his expense. And when he was made to un- 
derstand the meaning of a "kangaroo*' court, 
he donned his war clothes, also his gun; and 
when he next appeared in court he carried with 
him an old army musket filled about half full 
of bird shot. 

Yes, dear reader, court adjoiuned; and ever 
since that very minute the writer has been of 
the candid opinion that there is an enormous 
amount of time unnecessarily wasted in the 
formalities of regular court proceedings. 

Did you ever see a convey of young prairie 
chickens that had not reached the age of flight, 
when the signal came from their watchful mother 
warning them that danger lurked near? Well 
— ^the actions of that court were very similar. 
Distance lent its enchantment to the ones that 
had feet that could be enchanted; those less 
spry resorted to strategy; and the honorable 
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judge, who weighed in the close neighborhood 
of two hundred and fifty pounds, was found 
hidden behind the open framework of a grind- 
stone that stood in the yard, and that weighed 
less than a hundred pounds complete; the one 
that acted in the official capacity of sheriflE was 
going through some very queer manoeuvers, — 
ones that were quite unfit for the dignity of 
that office, — by trying to keep a hayrack between 
himself and the business end of that gun; the 
jury went out uninstructed, and, although they 
were scattered to the four winds, they had no 
difficulty in reaching a unanimous decision. 
Finally an armistice was declared, and in a 
short time a peace commission was organized, 
and on the next day the State's attorney led the 
entire Court, from the honorable Judge down 
to the humble Under Sheriff, into the enemy's 
own territory, and picked up more rock for him 
than he could have picked up in six months 

Another very good joke was pulled off on one 
of the young homesteaders, and will go far to 
show that it takes more than hardships to kill 
the sense of humor in some people. This home- 
steader entertained some very loud and radical 
pretentions towards atheism, — and this little joke 
was worth its weight in the most precious items 
of life, if for no other reason than to show that 
the roots of that belief are imbedded so very, 
very shallow, that the whole theory will upset 
of its own weight. But, before you can get the 
story, we will have to bother you with a few of 
the details that lead up to it. 

Blind horses were very common in the Da- 
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kotas. To account for that, was the fact that 
spectdators went into the lumbering camps of 
Northern Minnesota and Wisconsin, and for 
a very small price bought up the discards or ones 
that had outlived their usefullness in that line 
of industry. After feeding and doping them 
up for a while, so that they could present a some- 
what likely appearance, they shipped them out 
to those western plains where work horses were 
always in demand, — and soaked those unwary 
settlers with them at a very fancy profit. Among 
those woods horses were many blind ones, — 
faithful beasts that had pulled themselves blind 
in their labors at the camps. 

Very few fences had yet been built, and what 
there were consisted of barbed wire. It was 
not only dangerous, but cruel, to keep these 
poor, blind horses confined in these enclosures; 
for the poor, blind brutes could not know where 
they were going, and would soon tear them- 
selves up on the wicked and poisonous barbs. 
So these unfortunate brutes were kept tethered 
out on picket lines; and, as they are subject to 
fear, — simply from imaginary evils, — would often 
pull up their stakes and wander oflE, not know- 
ing where they were going. So it was custo- 
mary to put cow-bells on them to serve the 
double purpose of enabling one to know when 
the horse was gone, by missing the sound of 
the bell, and to help locate him after he was 
missed. 

The owner of one of these poor beasts was 
busily engaged in digging a well, and had hired 
our yoimg Mr. Atheist to help him. They were 
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then down to a depth of about twenty feet, — 
Mr. Atheist at the bottom, digging while his 
boss was ptilling up the dirt with the aid of a 
home contrived windlass, — and as it was get- 
ting near dinner time he informed his helped 
that he would be absent a few minutes, while 
he went to the shack to start the dinner fire 
in the cook stove. Two young neighbors hap- 
pened along just at that time, and, knowing 
that our friend was in the well all by his lone- 
some, removed the bell from the neck of the 
old horse and while keeping it steadily clanking, 
approached the well. Of course the poor fellow 
at the bottom heard the bell, and, not knowing 
but that the blind horse had broken loose, realized 
that there was some danger of his walking into 
the well, and coming down on top of him. His 
commands of "Whoa, Bill,'' had no effect what- 
ever. Nearer, nearer, came the bell; and louder, 
louder, did that poor fellow shout, but his plead- 
ings of **Whoa, Bill, for God*s sake,'' went un- 
noticed. When the loose boards that were used 
for a platform began to move around, as though 
a horse was stumbling over them, as neat and 
pretty a little prayer arose from the depths of 
that well, as any one would wish to hear; and 
when the heads of the two jokers appeared over 
the top, they looked into the face of a mighty 
badly scared young man. And from that day 
to this, that same young man has never been 
caught in the act of advancing any of his for- 
mer weighty theories as to what is in store for 
us in the sweet by and by. 

So you see, dear reader, black as was that 
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cloud of poverty and hardship, — hoveringly over 
their heads so continuously, — ^it, too, wotdd tip 
enough at times to expose a little of its silvery 
lining. Many, many amusing incidents occured 
that went to break the monotony of their strug- 
ging efforts. Had it not been for those little 
events of humor, their lives would certainly 
have been hard and dull; their trials were severe, 
and the chances appeared to always be against 
them; for it seemed as though Nature, herself, 
was doing her utmost, to test out the patience, 
endurance and faith of every one. 

The winters were severely hard, — much more 
so than they now are in the same localities. 
Blizzards that endangered the lives and com- 
fort of all were of no unusual occurrence; many 
lost lives; and frozen limbs went to stamp them 
in the memories of the ones that were left. But 
when spring would arrive, everything would be 
forgiven and forgotten, and they would start 
in again with renewed hopes and energies. And 
the praries would again be blackened over with 
the seed beds of future wheat fields, and no 
one thought very much of anything, — but work; 
for, as they would say, "If we do not sow, how 
can we expect to reap?** 

And sow, they did. But, about the time 
that their hoped for reward was looking the 
brightest, — that some of the comforts of life 
were at last to be theirs, — the hot winds from 
the south would come sweeping over the plains, 
and blast their fondest hopes; for, in a very few 
hours, what appeared to be the makings of a 
bountiful harvest would be withered by those 
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scorching blasts, until there wotild be barely 
enough realized from their labors, to tide them 
over until another trial could be made. And 
the same old conditions would still stare them 
in the face, and only by using the very strict- 
est economy were they able to exist. Economy? 
Yes, dear friends, that was bitter economy. 
But hope eternal beat in the breasts of those 
dear people, and to quit never entered their 
thoughts. 

And it can be said of them, that 

No banners bright were wove for them, 
Like wreathe the country's brave; 
Crowned not with fortune's diadem, 
But, — no man called them slave. 



CHAPTER V. 

Paternal ties are those that bind , 
From cradle to the grave; 
With eternal love are hearts entwined, 
With links that ever are inclined 
To hold her captive slave. 

While the bleaching suns and scorching winds 
were sapping the vitality out of the soil, and 
trying hard to sap the faith and hopes out of 
those trusting settlers, — ^they were biuning man- 
hood and vigor into the frame of that boy; for 
the hardships that they were compelled to en- 
dure and the economy that they were compelled 
to practice, had acquainted him with his own 
resources. So, after threshing the problem over 
in his own mind, he confided to his parents that 
after their meagre little crop was garnered in, 
he intended to try and search out a better place, 
where he could earn money that he might send 
back to them to help them keep their home, 
tmtil conditions would take a turn. As he 
had become expert in the use and care of the 
up to date farm implements that had followed 
civilization out into the west, he had no doubt 
but that his services would be needed some- 
where, if he could but locate the place. 

So, on one bright October day, and nearly on 
the fifth anniversary of their arrival in the golden 
west, he bade them all a hopeful farewell and 
started on his way to the east and southward. 
In time, he reached a location in the southeastern 
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part of the territory that presented to him an 
appearance somewhat like lus beloved Michigan, 
and there he found employment on a large ranch, 
close to a university town. 

He now often asked himself how it was that 
such a beautiful and prosperous country, filled 
with a prosperous and contented people, could 
lie so close to where his home had been, and 
where their trials were so severe and discour- 
aging. But he soon learned from those kind 
and thrifty inhabitants that their efforts, a 
short time back, had been just as hopeless and 
their trials just as severe, as those of the ones 
he had just left behind. But, they had stuck 
to it; and now they were receiving their reward; 
for now their hardships existed only in the mem- 
ory of the past. This went a long way towards 
strengthening the hopes that were in his heart» 
that his home, too, would follow in the foot- 
steps of theirs. 

He now settled down to his new duties; and, 
as time went by, his foreman discovered that in 
the husky young lad he had hired, he had a 
mechanic, as well. As soon as his usefulness 
amongst the improved implements of the farm 
was made manifest to his employer, his wages 
were increased, till in a short time he found that 
not only could he furnish his parents with the 
much needed help, but that he could take a 
mechanical course in the nearby university, as 
well. And there, by hard work and diligent 
study, he gained a Imowledge that was in later 
years destined to be a fit companion for his 
wrenches and hanmiers, — ^in helping him to shape 
his future. 
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He worked; he studied; he prospered; and the 
enabling help that went from his sturdy hand, 
had, at last, in a large part, been the means of 
bringing from his parents the gladsome tidings 
that times had changed. Dame Nature had 
begun to smile on them in the way of abundant 
crops and increasing herds, and it now looked 
as though an era of prosperity had begun to 
dawn on them, — ^to reward them for their faith. 
And now, the letter stated, the problem they 
were facing was to procure the necessary thresh- 
ing machinery to care for the bountiful harvest 
the Lord had seen fit to so kindly shower on 
them all. 

That welcome news was hailed with joy by 
John; it appeared to open up a new era for him, 
as well; for it had been his crowning wish that 
he, some day, might operate a threshing rig 
of his own, — and now the opportunity seemed 
to be at hand for him to realize his wishes. And, 
in a short time, he found himself on the way 
back to the scenes of their former trials, among 
those kindly neighbors he had learned so well 
to love. 

Arriving and noting the wonderful changes 
that had taken place in his absence, — ^not only 
in the appearance of the country, but in the happy 
contentment that now was blessing those faith- 
ful people, — ^he made known his ambitions to 
his parents and sought to gain their consent. 
After the proposed plan had been talked over 
with the neighbors, he had no trouble in gain- 
ing the consent of them all, and that with the 
most dheerful wishes and good will; for they all 
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realized that bountiful harvests meant but little 
to them, if they could not be turned in a proper 
condition for the market, where they then could 
receive their hard earned reward for them. 

The prospects now looked very promising; 
for the coimtry that only such a short time back 
had been an unsubdued prairie, was now bristl- 
ing with stubble and dotted with stacks of 
golden grain, which awaited only the thresher's 
busy hum to coin it into gold. 

And, right here, dear reader, is a good place 
to impart to you the lesson that has to be learned 
by the pioneers of any new country : that Mother 
Earth, herself, has to be subdued and tamed 
before she can be successfully domesitcated to 
the uses of mankind; and that she is just as 
responsive to kind and careful treatment, as 
any of our domestic beasts, — and just as quick 
to resent the contrary. For the wild nature that 
is in our western plains is about the same as in 
our native beasts; they resent the ever con- 
quering hand of man until they learn that he 
is their friend, — not their enemy. 

In time the machine arrived and preparations 
were made for a busy season. Wagons and 
racks were rigged up; lumber hauled; graneries 
built; and last, but not least, the cook car, or 
boarding house on wheels, if you please, which is 
intended to be moved from job to job where it 
will be convenient and handy for the laborers 
to congregate in, to satisfy the cravings of the 
inner man, — and where, too, it is customary 
for the cook or cookess, as the case may be, to 
hold full sway as Grand High Potentate or Ruler 
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Extraordinary, of all that concerns matters of 
the culinary department. In this case a very 
modem and up to date institution was planned 
and built, and then graced with the presence 
of a neat and active Frenchman for its chef, 
who, in a very short time, proved to all con- 
cerned that he had a perfect and legitimate right 
to bear that title. The relationship that exists 
between the appetite of a good healthy thresher 
and those heavily laden bouquets of golden grain 
is something that will test the qualifications 
of anyone that has any tendencies to believe 
that he or she has the ability to tackle the job, 
with any hopes of success. But in the case of 
this certain Frenchman, to use the words of one 
of the men: **He was there with the goods." 
He was so well thought of that to him fell the 
honor of supplying that travelling habitat of 
peace with a name; and as he was the unfort- 
tmate possessor of a harelip, that impediment, 
coupled with his mixture of French and English, 
called for a full sized council meeting, before 
the name that he had decided upon, could be 
solved, — and not then, until he was asked to 
write it on a slip of paper. And then all were 
made plainly to understand that the title which 
that emporium of satisfaction was to bear, called 
for 'Waldorf Astoria' to be printed above the 
door. 

That chef was not only an expert in the line 
of cooking, but he was a strong advocate in the 
line of order, as well. He had a way of main- 
taining this which was peculiarly his own; for 
when the door was swtmg open for the very 
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first meal, and the grand rush was made pell- 
mell, — with the idea that the foremost would 
secure the most desirable positions at the table^ 
— were met at the threshold by Mr. Chef and a 
large sized carving knife, together with the in- 
formation that the Waldorf Astoria was neither 
a bar-room nor a cow bam, and that if they cared 
to grace his humble board with their presence, 
order would have to be respected in large cap- 
ital letters. The following results were that 
the Waldorf Astoria was a far more orderly 
nm institution than many, many hotels. 

Operations at last began and everything was 
at its best: good machine; good crops; good 
crew; and, best of all, good cook. Day after 
day, week after week, and months, — and still 
more grain in sight. DiflSculties were now en- 
countered; winter with its freezing blasts was 
coming on; short and cold days, and colder 
nights; fire had to be kept under the boiler all 
night; pipes had to be drained to prevent them 
from bursting with the frost; and the inclemency 
of the elements was having the effect of starting 
the crew, one by one, to the southward. And 
who can blame a man for not working out in 
the cold and stormy wealther, when his poc- 
kets are lined with money? But those kind 
hearted settlers who had their all tied up in thier 
crops, had to have them threshed, before they 
could realize anything from them of a beneficial 
nature; nor cotdd they obtain the long needed 
and long sought for necessaries of life unless 
their crops could be shaped into a marketable 
condition. 
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But the care and exposure were beginning 
to tell on that young engineer and manager, 
till one morning he refused to arise. Home 
made remedies from the hand of a home like 
mother failed to work, so a messenger was sent 
to the nearest town for a doctor who in due 
time arrived accompanied by his medicine case 
and a very pronoimced odor of whisky. Though 
the whisky was not in sight its location could 
be very easily detected, and once again that 
monster curse to the htmian race nearly claimed 
another innocent victim. After the usual series 
of questions had been asked and answered, 
the doctor pronounced it La Grippe, and pre- 
pared to administer the remedy. 

A remedy, dear reader, that was to change 
the entire destiny of that poor suflEering soul: 
one that was to lead him out of the paths and 
purstiits which he so recently had been treading 
straight for the reward which he had so honestly 
merited, both in financial and social benefits; 
a remedy that was not only to mean destitution 
to him, but to his parents, — ^for their newly ac- 
cumulated gatherings were to follow in the 
footsteps and pathway of his, as well. And all 
the tortures and miseries of hell that have ever 
been pictured in the most rabid mind and im- 
agination of the most radical extremist, were 
to be meted out to him in an abundant measure, 
— ^for the doctor had made a mistake, and John 
was poisoned. 

After that infernal dose had been given to 
him and the doctor had departed with his flasks 
and vials, together with his whisky befuddled 
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brain, and while father, mother and friends 
were anxiously awaiting with trusting hope that 
the supopsed medicine would act for the better, — 
something made that father's hand clasp the 
bottle that contained the drug; something drew 
his attention to its appearance; something aroused 
his curiosity as to its taste. Following his im- 
pulse, he touched some of it to his tongue, and, 
with an exclamation that would have to be 
heard for its meaning to be realized, dropped 
the bottle to the floor, while the words "For 
God's sake! It's lye!," fell from his anguish 
laden lips. 

Busy and anxious minutes followed, of which 
that boy knew nothing. But old heads were 
there, with sober thoughts and actions; drinks 
of a mucilaginous nature were poured down his 
throat, and when he refused to swallow more, — 
forced down; for serious ailments require drastic 
treatment, and there was no time to let formalities 
stand 'in the way: whatever their limited re- 
sources would permit to be done, had to be 
done without loss of any time. 

Oh, that long and anxious night! Every nerve, 
thought and hope were strained to the very ut- 
most in their efforts to ward off that ever cruel 
and grasping hand of death; and while with 
tear stained eyes the heads of friends were bowed 
in grief, the most fervent prayer that ever left 
human lips was ascending heavenward from the 
upturned face of that dear old mother, asking 
her Divine Master to spare her boy. And, at 
last, the ravings of that poor, suffering mortal 
were stilled, and his hands were crossed upon 
his breast. 
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But why dear reader, were the eyes of that 
old loving mother dry? Why was the divine 
aid of Our Almighty God asked, unless it was ex- 
pected? What power led that father's hand to 
grasp that fateful bottle and learn its contents? 

The same power, dear friends, that led the 
hand of a neighboring friend to a center table 
that stood in the room, on which lay a small 
hand mirror; and led it back to the nostrils of 
that silent form, lying so death-like on its couch, 
in apparent peace at last. But, on holding the 
glass closely to his face, the unmistakable ev- 
idence of life was found, transferred to its sur- 
face. And hope of life was again renewed; the 
heart touching appeal of that loving mother had 
been heard and answered. 

It was a hard fight for that boy, and corres- 
pondingly hard for his loyal old parents. It 
was only another case of an innocent soul be- 
ing called upon to pay the penalty that is always 
connected with the use of that protected and 
privileged bane to mankind: alcohol. In con- 
sideration of a few paltry dollars, it is licensed 
to circulate at will on its mission of poisoning 
the minds, bodies and souls of the human race, — 
tmder the exceedingly maimed and crippled pre- 
text that those few paltry dollars are needed 
to build, maintain and improve public com- 
modities. That very same curse, alcohol, is 
continually and everlastingly tearing down, in 
its far reaching sweep through the length and 
breath of one of the lands most favored by God; 
and its tracks can be easily discerned by the 
destruction, suflEering and crime that are left 
in its wake. 
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Brilliant idea, indeed! The one that first 
formulated that wonderftd piece of intelligence, 
deserves to have his name deeply inscribed on 
a large sized cake of ice which would then be 
lowered into the fiery pits of perdition, or Death's 
Valley in California — ^which is about the same 
thing. 

But times are changing; and the country is 
fast awakening to the fact that the story that 
has been instilled into the minds of the people 
by the liquor interest, about license laws being 
the goose that laid the golden egg, is being found 
false; for it was not a goose at all, but a dragon, — 
and the only egg that it ever did lay was one 
filled from center to circumference with misery, 
disappointment and sorrow. And the North- 
west this very day is like a child, reaching out 
and grasping the good right hand of the Nation 
and leading her out of the clutches of that black 
villain, into the sparkling sunbeams of common 
sense and decency. And who is doing it, the 
clergy? — No! Higher education? — No! Woman 
suffrage? — No! The drunkard, himself, if you 
please! He has sobered up long enough to reach 
the conclusion that the thing that makes him feel 
worse the day after than he did the day before, 
was not good for him; and, while he had these 
thoughts under consideration, his past life was 
reflected back to him, and the picture of what 
he now is and what he might have been, was 
flashed before his blurred eyes in such a way and 
manner, that he longed for election day to come 
so that he, too, might try his hand at prescrib- 
ing the remedy. 

Without any discredit whatever to the clergy, 
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we will say that they did only what they could, — 
and that was practically nothing. They talked; 
but talk, without experience, carries but little 
weight today. Their eflEorts could be likened to 
those of one of our northwestern cow punchers 
who undertakes to navigate a submarine; he 
undoubtedly would have no difi&culty in get- 
ting it to sub, — ^but the navigating would bother 
him tremendously. Some claim that woman's 
suffrage has been the cause of this change, but 
a large number of the states that have voted 
the liquor trafl&c out of their borders, are ones 
that have not as yet granted women the legal 
right to vote; and, in the case of Montana, where 
the liquor traffic stepped out and equal suffrage 
stepped in, — all on the same day, — ^it can hardly 
be conceived that the ladies are the ones that 
killed that wonderful goose. 

Montana has experience a wonderftd change 
of heart: the *wild and wooly* idea exists now 
only in the memories of the past. The young 
gentlemen, — who but a short time ago would 
come into town dressed in his fancy dress suit, — 
consisting of a pair of long haired chaps, high 
heeled boots, Stetson hat, and a bottle of squirrel 
whiskey, — ^and who announced his arrival in 
town by riding his horse into the nearest saloon 
and tmceremoniously shooting out the back bar 
and other ornamental knick-knacks, — ^now comes 
to town mounted on his Ford. And, at the 
same time, he is developing a very marked de- 
gree of human intelligence as to his dress, — and 
he now discharges his surplus wealth into the 
comer bank, and needs no gunpowder what- 
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ever to emphasize the importance of the trans- 
action. We will not hesitate for an instant 
to make the prophecy that in but a very short 
time, the money that was formerly exchanged 
at the bar will be exchanged at the lumber yards; 
and the modem dwelling and the big, red bam 
will soon grace the fertile plains and valleys 
as in its sister state, North Dakota, — and that, 
too, without the necessity of being compelled 
to break a government revenue stamp to em- 
phasize the transaction, either. And neither are 
we afraid to predict that in a few years, at most, 
the nation itself will be able to read the hand 
writing on the wall, in script plain enough so 
that strong efforts will be made to put the man- 
ufacture of alcoholic drinks under the same ban 
as counterfeit money. And then we will find 
that the light that will be shed on the pathway 
of life will be real, and not the false and alluring 
will-o-the-wisp that is found 'neath the govern- 
ment seal that so characterizes the 'muzzle* 
end of a booze bottle. 

Yes: a hard struggle indeed. But those pi- 
oneer neighbors were there, and a pioneer neigh- 
bor is a thing that one can pin their faith to 
at any time. Arrangements were made among 
themselves so that by taking turns there would 
be two to help care for him each day, and two 
others each night, with a complete change through 
out the week. Everything that could be done 
by human hands was willingly and cheerfully 
done. When, at last, the first harbingers of 
spring made their appearance, they were gladly 
hailed, with a feeling of thankfulness by all; 



OUT OF DARKNESS INTO LIGHT 45 

and, the balmy breezes at last began to creep 
over those far reaching plains, his condition was 
such that he could be lifted from his couch of 
pain and bolstered up in an easy chair, and set 
in the sunshine that beamed so friendly through 
the little window of that humble prairie home, 
there to bathe his wasted and tortured form in 
its glistening rays. The glow of satisfaction 
and joy that would beam from the face of that 
dear old mother was a fitting accompaniment 
to the shining glories of God's own light; for 
when she saw the interest that he was taking 
in the myriads of wild fowl that were migrating 
to the northward, she realized with a glad sat- 
isfaction, that her boy was still with her. Those 
weary months of anxious care had only served 
to cement the ties of kinship firmer, yes — firmer 
than ever before; for no one but a mother could 
comply with the demands that were made on 
her patience and fortitude, and no one but her 
own could expect them. But the immortal ties 
that bind flesh and blood can stand enormous 
strains. 



CHAPTER VI. 

While the wanning suns and balmy breezes 
were adding strength to every leaf and twig, 
they were also adding strength to him, and 
soon he was able to take another look at the 
face of the world; and though he was but a 
shadow of his former self, he had hope that he 
would regain his old time health and vigor. 
Hope was now almost the only asset that he 
had left; the rest of his possessions had been 
taken to provide the necessary means to carry 
them over the hard, hard road that he had 
been forced to travel. As yet he was unable 
to do anything but bask his weakened limbs 
in the bright sunshine that beat so friendly 
down on the sunny side of their humble prairie 
cabin. He was wont to iaXL into a revery of 
dreams of things that might have been, and 
things that yet might be. But the sight of 
that little room that had held so much misery 
for him, was painful to his eye, and days were 
spent in earnestly coaching himself to the task 
of breaking himself away from the watchftd 
eye and ready hand of those loyal old parents. 
At last he gained the courage to inform them 
that he intended to take a trip, with the hope 
that a change of climate, scene and conditions 
would help him regain his health and strength. 
He thought the Roddes with their fir scented 
breezes would be about the proper place, and 
preparations were gotten tmder way for his 
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departure, and while they were going on, three 
pairs of hands were busy; three tongues were 
silent; three hearts were sore; but as the time 
drew near, the pent up feelings of three loving 
hearts broke forth from three pairs of eyes; 
and, though the parting kiss from the lips of 
that dear old mother was a dagger in his heart, 
her cheerful words were balm for the wound, 
and helped brighten the journey till the end was 
reached. 

Spring and Summer were now clasped in their 
friendly greetings, and the old treasure state 
of Montana was in her glory; and while 

In awe-stricken silence, we in wonder appraise 
The weak efforts of the skilled artist's brush. 
As compared with the glories of God set abla^Ee, 
As past the bright curtains of nature we rush; 
It blends the rich verdure of thousands of hills 
With the hoof beaten paths of the plain; 
And the sweet crjrstal nectar that ooze through the rills, 
Spreads dews on the valley's domain. 

And mid such surroundings, as would be ex- 
pected, he fast regained the health and strength 
of which he had been so wantonly robbed, so 
that in the course of a few months he again be- 
gan to feel ambitious and was planning to re- 
turn to the scenes of his former hopes, labors 
and suflEerings, — to try to regain what the cruel 
hand of fate had so harshly taken from him. 
The return was made. He was thankful to the 
very depths of his heart that his health was fast 
returning, and he was hopeful that he would 
be permitted to regain what had been so ruth- 
lessly taken from him. 
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But fate answered: **No: We have branded 
you as our slave and we have a mission that 
is of far more importance than that of wealth, 
which we have chosen you to perform; we shall 
make you feel the utter helplessness of man as 
compared with the unlimited power that is 
within our grasp; we have a lesson that we wish 
you to learn, one that will not be easily for- 
gotten. Ye have always been blessed with an 
abtmdant store of health and ye appreciated 
it not, but abused it: ye now know the pangs 
of pain. Ye have merrily wended your way 
along that glorious path of roses: now shall 
ye feel the thorns. The fount of joy that has 
ever overrun with that pleasing nectar will 
now pour forth grief; the God bidden love that 
ye have so harshly refused admittaance to your 
heart will now be turned to hatred and scorn. 
And when we have finished, and the clouds 
are again pushed aside, then shall ye know!'* 

True to that warning voice the return had 
hardly been made and the welcome greetings 
had hardly left their lips, when his father met 
with an accident that cost him his life. And 
while those dreary, dark and dismal clouds were 
lowering o'er their heads the boy began to fear 
that the sorrow his dear old mother was again 
called upon to bear, was now going to rob him 
of her, — ^the only woman in the wide, wide world 
that he had ever loved. 

But the long, weary and painful days, weeks 
and months, that they had spent together had 
cemented their hearts, so they had to live, if 
only for each other, — and for each other they did 
live. 
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The others of the family had broken the ties 
of home and childhood and were now scattered 
to distant parts; but the ties that now bound 
mother and son were the same ones that bound 
that immortal harvester to her kindred, — and 
in their own hearts the hand of Almight God 
was the only thing that could now separate them. 

For the first time, as he put his shoulder 
to the wheel, he was made to feel that some- 
one was dependent on him, and bravely did 
he toil. Circumstances had now thrown on 
him the management of not only his own af- 
fairs but those of his unfortunate father, and 
he tried hard to meet the requirements that 
were demanded and expected of him. He was 
a good farmer and his mechanical skill served 
a good need. He was ever ready to take ad- 
vantage of any new and modem improvement 
in implements, and always alert to add his 
own ideas to the same when he could adapt 
them. As could be expected he was soon in 
possession of patents of his own. He had now 
associated himself with others of a mechanical 
turn of mind who had aided him, with the ob- 
ject of testing the practicality of the fruits of 
his mind. To comply with their wishes, as well 
as his own, — ^for he had already noticed that 
the ever lingering hand of both time and trouble 
had crowned the head of that faithful old mother 
with the ermine threads of age, — ^they concluded 
that it would be best for them to give up their 
farming interests and reside in town. There, 
he thought, the burden of care would be lighter 
on her shoulders, and conditions would be a 
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little more cheery for her; and he wotdd have a 
better opportunity to make use of his mechanical 
genius and skill. 

And, to that end, they reluctantly disposed 
of their rural home and interests, and the move 
was made. But the vows that had been made 
by that cruel and relentless fate had, as yet, 
not been fulfilled: "Ye have drank at the fount 
of joy: now shall it overflow with grief!" With 
but a few hours warning the grim hand of death 
was again reached forth and sounded the kneU 
for that loving, faithful and hopeful old soul, 
who bid him farewell for the very last time. 
And the wonderftd spirit of a wonderful woman 
spread its wings in flight to a more wonderful 
world. 

The hardest blow of all had fallen, and the 
only consolation was in her very own words, 
"It's the will of God and must be borne." The 
loss was keenly felt by him, for his very best 
friend had been taken from him. He felt lost 
to the world, and the world lost to him: for in 
every move that he had made, she had been 
his councillor and adviser, and, although her 
advice had always carried with it the weight of 
worth, it had robbed him of the initiative that 
so marks the young and growing west. 

Discontent now took possession of him. And, 
dear reader, if any mortal stands in need of the 
ever helping hand of man and the guiding hand 
of God, — ^it is the discontented soul, for discon- 
tent has blighted more hopeful lives, ruined more 
happy homes, and cast more gloomy shadows 
o'er the face of this old world, than any other 
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one thing: its a respecter of neither age, race, 
nor creed, — and the aching head that seeks to 
find ease on a wisp of turf, suflEers no more than 
the head that wears the crown. If it should 
ever fall to your lot to be able to help one of 
those fellow creatures, give him or her your 
hand; and if you can even bend a twig or turn 
a leaf toward straightening out of their path of 
gloom, you will be doing something that wealth 
can never do, and you can name your own re- 
ward. 

He decided now to spend a time mid newer 
scenes and industries, hoping that time would 
steady his thoughts and bring him to some 
definite settlement as to what his future course 
should be. So, accordingly, he took a trip to 
the western coast. 

But he was not left long to himself. Some 
of his Dakota friends were now interesting them- 
selves and their capital in his mechanical inven- 
tions and he was sent for and told that he was 
to go to Minnesota, to supervise in a machine 
shop the manufacture of some of the products 
of his own mind, and later to get them out in- 
to the fields for purposes of demonstration. 
Arrangements were made for him to locate in 
a quaint, old-fashioned German town in the 
central part of that beauttful state, where the 
hand of fate and the god of chance were to guide 
him into the companionship of the blessed little 
woman who is to lend the touch of pathos, hope 
and final happiness to the remaining chapters 
of this eventful story. 

And, dear reader, let us now leave him rest- 
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ing, for once, on the soothing bosom of peace, 
and stroll with us through the life's trials of that 
same little woman till we again reach the spot 
from which we are now diverging. And after 
we have journeyed with her slong life's path- 
way of roses and thorns we will, in time, be 
heralded into the presence of that sweet mes- 
senger of peace that is to lead them out of the 
dismal darkness into the fulfilment of that glorious 
promise: **Out of darkness shall there come 
Ught, and a little child shall lead them." 



CHAPTER VII. 

Nothing eventful nor out of the ordinary 
marks the birth and childhood of that dear little 
woman. She was neither the oldest nor the 
youngest gf a good sized German family, and 
received no more of the attentions of life than 
the rest of the brood, and expected no more. 
Like other girls that belonged to families of 
moderate means, as soon as she was able, she 
worked; and, of course, the care of the other 
little ones that arrived after her, fell to some 
extent to her hands. Her girlhood days were 
spent in much the same manner as those of other 
girls in her locality, and nothing of unusual 
interests marked her life until she bloomed into 
the glorious realms of womanhood. She was 
pretty; she was jovial; she was nice; she liked 
company, and had her share. More than one 
of the sturdy sons of that German settlement 
had reached out for her hand, and had offered 
theirs in return, — ^but she would only have one, 
and only one could have hers. To the dismay 
of some of her suitors, and some that were not 
suitors, she made her choice: and in that choice 
she filled the bowl to the brim with the bitter 
draught that she after had to drain to the very 
dregs. 

There is an old legend that says when otir 
Creator made the earth, man, the beasts of the 
field and the fowls of the air, that there was 
still some dirty work to do: so He made the 
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scorpion, the serpent, and all things that 'creepeth 
thereon. But He still found that He had some 
scraps left over that were too bad to put in the 
rattlesnake, the hyena, or the skunk; so he 
assembled them all in one heap, moulded them 
into human form, gave it a cloak of jealousy 
and a crown of deceit, and called it a traitor. 
He gave it the power to deny its God, betray its 
country, rob its fellowman, disgrace its kindred, 
and desert its own flesh and blood. 

And to such a one had her heart gone out in 
love, — such a one had she chosen to guide and 
protect her down the treacherous path of life! 

Things went well for a while, but the truth is 
mighty and will prevail. A fine looking Ger- 
man lad, a leader of his set and one who had 
all the qualifications save the one that goes to 
make a man, was the lucky winner and drew 
the coveted prize. But, God! — on that fateful 
hour, had she but known, she would have chosen 
the grave instead of the altar! 

The destiny of every mortal, dear reader, 
is already shaped for him, and the One that 
created us, also created our destiny and holds 
the key. If the map of our lives, from the 
cradle to the grave, was to be spread before our 
gaze in infancy and we were shown every path 
and pursuit, every joy and grief, every pleasure 
and pain, — our lives would certainly be a hum- 
drum affair. There would be no attempt to 
better our conditions, for we would know that 
it would be useless; and a blissful future would 
get neither thought nor hope. 

"If we had known — ." These are words that 
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have been spoken thousands of times, and 
many, many a pitfall could have been avoided, — 
if we had known. Many a sorrowing heart 
could have been eased; many a want supplied; 
many a pain relieved, — ^if we had known. But, 
would music be sweet to our ears, would the 
lily please our eye, would the beauties of nature 
thrill our souls and the blessings that are showered 
on us every hour be appreciated, — ^if we had 
known? No: the sting of death would start 
at birth; the shadows of impending sorrows 
would overcast our joys; there wotdd be no 
reaching forth for that promised reward, for 
there would be neither promise nor reward; 
and the hope eternal that beats in every human 
heart today, would be an insult to the God 
that made them. If, perchance, we are driven 
to cross treacherous and tortuous seas in life, 
it is because there is a happy harbor of peace- 
ful bliss reaching out from destiny's golden shore. 
In times of tribulation we are wont to turn 
our faces heavenward and with an anxious laden 
heart cry out, **0h, God! Why is it so?'* But 
that is only a step, dear reader, in the path of 
destiny that we are not to know. But the writer 
is more than willing to go on record as a de- 
serter from the old time trodden trail, in the 
belief that every trial and every tribulation that 
we are called on to endure, are advance payment 
for blessings that are yet to come, — ^not a pun- 
ishment for transgressions in the past. For 
our God is not a revengeful God, and never 
was. If you will follow with us through the 
first authentic history of man, you will find 
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that for every threat that was made against 
him, there were a score or more of promises 
made to him that would add to his welfare, if 
he would but heed them. And when He sent 
his only begotten son amongst us, it was not 
to wrefiik revenge and retribution on us, in ptm- 
ishment for our waywardness, but rather to 
put us wise to the line of rewards that followed 
in the tracks of right doing. Had it not been 
so, that promise, **Out of darkness shall there 
come light," never, never, would have been made. 
Yes: things went well for a time and on the 
canvas of life began to be spread the picture 
of the future; but the bright and happy colors 
that with hopeful heart and abiding faith she 
had so willingly helped to prepare, were soon 
to be exhausted, — and only ones of dark and 
sombre hues remained for their brush, and 
those in an abtmdant measure. Soon the one 
artist from whom so much had been expected, 
began to lag in his duties, and foreshadows 
of the impending results began to cloud the 
scene. The society of his former friends began 
to make drafts on his time, and too often the 
little family circle was robbed of his presence, — 
first the days, and then the nights, — and with 
the help of that cursed bowl that has broken 
so many once happy hearts, and ruined so many 
once happy homes. That dreaded day was fast 
drawing near, and the pledge that he had made 
to her, to himself and to his God to love, honor 
and protect that dear, loving little mate, — 
was fast being forgotten, and soon could be 
lowered into the dark abyss of oblivion. 
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Sad and gloomy days; long, weary and sleep- 
less nights; but, like thousands before her, and 
thousands yet to come, she was ready like the 
drowning to grasp at the proverbial straw. To 
their neighbors and friends, she made excuses 
in his behalf, in an attempt to justify his con- 
duct, even though it tore her heart to the core 
to do so. The embers of hope that she was 
fanning in her bosom would die out, only to be 
rekindled, and die again. At last, when neglect 
had reached into careless and reckless behavior, 
and from that into felony, the grim hand of the 
law reached out and grasped him in its clutch, 
and the voice of justice spake unto him, and said, 
"Thus far shalt thou go, and no further.'* Then 
that loving and faithful little wife was brought 
face to face with the bitter realization that 
she was married to a criminal, and all of the bright 
and shining pictures that had been stretched 
in the fancied frame of the future, had to be 
turned with their faces to the wall; and in their 
stead one was soon to be hung that would bring 
tears to all who met its gaze, — a, grief burdened 
young mother, with her crowning glory on her 
breast, and whose saddened look made others 
feel the grief stricken appeal that arose from 
her heart. 

"Oh, Gravel Proclaim thy victoryl 
Oh, DeathI Inflict thy stingi" 

With a welcoming beckon to that grim har- 
vester of souls she reached out for his grasp; 
but the one who sees each sparrow fall had a 
watchful eye on her as well; and the same voice 
that warned Abrahm of too great a sacrifice 
spake, too, into her heart, telling her that the 
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portals of heaven as yet were not open for her 
and until they were, her duties to herself, to 
the world, and to her God, yet remained here. 

She heeded that gentle voice and gave birth, — 
and her heart, — to her baby boy. Through the 
dark and gloomy canopy that overhung her 
troubled soul it was the one shining beam that 
broke through to brighten her life. 

And once again, that unknown hand had 
dipped the pen of fate in the fountain of grief 
and made record on the map of destiny, of items 
which might not have been there, — ^if we had 
known. 

The storm had broken forth; and again the 
winds had blown; the waters arose; and her castle 
of faith that had been builded upon the treach- 
erous sands of pride, came crashing to her feet. 
The price of her love, faith, hope and ambitions 
was a darling baby boy; and that scrap heap 
that legends had worked up and allowed to 
masquerade in human form, had been permitted 
by that mysterious fate to blight a beautiful 
and happy life, and to fill the fountain of love 
to overflowing with a bitter hatred toward all 
mankind. 

Paternal love again manifested itself: loving 

hands were reached out and drew her in under 

the same roof that so mercifully sheltered her 

in childhood days gone past. And, 

The same old eyes that gazed on her, and watched her every 

care; 
The same old hand that soothed her troubled brow; 
The same old lips that taught the words she lisped in childish 

prayer, 
Are the ones that's calling blessings on her now. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The first touch of winter was descending on 
the grassy plains; thin shells of ice clung to the 
borders of lakes and streams; the emerald hue 
of the Cottonwood had turned to the regulation 
brown, and the sharp yelps of the coyote pro- 
claimed to all that winter, again, was close at 
hand. And John, — answereng the call of his 
business associates to hie himself to his duties 
that were to keep him in close touch with the 
mechanical world, and with some of the ones 
that were interesting themselves in his inven- 
tions, — found himself with them by appoint- 
ment in one of the largest structural steel man- 
ufacturing plants in the Northwest. 

Arrangements were soon made and plans com- 
pleted for him to put into practical working 
condition and to add the perfecting touch to 
the implement that had occupied so much study 
and experiment, and which, it was thought, 
would go a great way towards solving some 
of the perplexing problems of the western ag- 
ricultural world. And it was decided that 
the technicalities that are always connected with 
the developing of any new idea, could be worked 
out to better advantage and with less expense, 
in a smaller shop and foundry that was located 
in a quaint and old-fashioned little city, a few 
miles distant, and there he made his way. 

Arriving on the scene, and while casting about 
to locate a suitable and congenial place in which 
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to make his home while his duties would keep 
him there, he soon discovered by the signs that 
he read over the doors, and by the language 
that he heard on the streets, that he was in 
the midst of a settlement of home spun but 
prosperous German people, — and just exactly 
what he wanted. 

After making known his wants to the prop- 
rietor of an old style inn he was informed that 
though they were very sorry, their rooms were 
all filled up, and that they could not accomodate 
any one else. With the kindly courtesy of a 
true German, the proprietor led the way out on 
the street and pointed out a larger and more 
commodious structure that proclaimed to the 
public that it, too, was a hotel, and one, too, 
that plainly showed unmistakable signs that 
it belonged to the architectural period of eighty 
years ago. But the kind hearted old landlord 
came forth with the welcome information that 
they were amply able to serve his needs for so 
long as he chose to enjoy their hospitality, and 
there he settled down. 

It took but a short acquaintance with those 
kind hearted people to tell him that their mode 
of living and their hospitality complied in strict 
accordance with their appearance. Style had 
not been forgotten, for it had never been learned; 
and what one missed in the way of conveniences 
was more than accounted for in the way of kind- 
ness. Yes, hot and cold water to be sure; the 
one could be carried from the kitchen range, 
the other from the well; and if your hygienic 
requirements demanded a bath that was too 
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extensive for the washbowl, that, too, could 
be found down town at the barber shop. Though 
the dishes and tableware showed evidence that 
they could withstand the test of time with the 
same stability as the Rock of Ages, they spark- 
led with snowy whiteness and were spread upon 
snowy linen, and were always filled with eat- 
ables that were fit to grace the board of any 
king. It required no placarding to announce 
that ** Cleanliness is our motto,*' for every- 
thing within sight and reach bore undisputable 
evidence as to that. The large room that served 
as lobby, office, and loimging place for the fam- 
ily as well as for the guests, was furnished with 
a couple of writing tables, an office desk, a cigar 
show case and a large canon stove, — and there 
the long winter evenings could be pleasantly 
passed in the jovial society of the host, the hostess, 
their three very friendly and entertaining daugh- 
ters and a niece, together with those of the 
commercial world that happened to be staying 
there. 

With all burden of care off his shoulders and 
no responsibility except that of his duties at 
the foundry, time was passing very pleasantly 
for John. The home like air of the place, the 
open hearted kindness of the management, and 
the homely comforts, conformed exactly to his 
wishes. But there was something about that 
place that as yet he was unable to understand. 
There was something about that dining room 
door that appealed to him and that made the 
room seem to him the most pleasant place he 
had ever known; and he often foimd himself 
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patiently waiting for those doors to swing ajar 
in the blissful announcement that meals were 
ready to be served. Was it himger? Yes, dear 
reader, but not in the ordinary sense of the 
word. It was himger, but a himger of the 
heart. Flitting to and fro, serving the guests 
with both grace and cheer, as well as with food, 
was the one that was unconsciously the cause. 
Happily the care of his table had fallen to her 
lot, and it seemed to him that her cheery words 
and pleasant smile lent spice to every meal; 
and unconsciously, too, he would find himself 
dragging through the course, and the delay al- 
ways furnished the excuse for a few pleasant 
remarks at the end. The smile that would 
dimple that fair German cheek, was adding 
something to his soul that was new and strange 
to him, and oftentimes he would find the words 
on his lips, **How much, oh, how much like 
mother used to be!" When anyone or anything 
came before his mind or eye that incited a com- 
parison to his mother, it meant perfection in 
its height. And though there were others whose 
duties connected them with the house, and 
who were just as kind and as pleasant as could 
be desired, there was a happy light came o'er 
his life that set her apart from the rest. But 
what was it? All winter long, and well into 
the spring, — and the question was no nearer of 
solution than at first. 

At last his duties there drew to an end and 
he was ready to take his departure into the vast 
wheat fields of North Dakota, to demonstrate 
to the world that the product of his hand and 
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brain was not an idle dream. As he was par- 
taking of his last meal with the kind hearts 
that had been all to him, she turned those blue 
eyes to him and in a kind and half pleading 
way asked him if he would correspond with 
her. And then the veil was lifted and the an- 
swer could now be spelled. Helen had done 
what he had never known before; she had reached 
his heart. She had thrown down the barriers 
that had stood between him and an indifferent 
world; she had lent to his eyes the desire to 
look into the future and to forget the past; she 
had lent to him the hope that there was yet 
something to live for beside his selfish self. And 
through the very mist of a bewildered heart 
he was made to know that he loved. 

Ah, God! Had but he known that cruel 
fate, whose hand was yet upon his brow, was 
but leading him on to where he would be made 
to remember the pledge that it had promised 
to him and that he would have to fulfil 
"And the love that as yet ye have denied in 
your heart will now be turned to hatred and scorn; 
and when we have finished, then shall ye know!" 

Had he but known that the happy thoughts 
that filled his mind were to be answered with 
bitter scorn; had he but known that the tow- 
ering castle of fondest hopes that he was build- 
ing to a dizzy height was to fall in ruin at his 
feet; had he but known that the pleasant dreams 
of the day were to be answered by the weary and 
wakeful nights; the music of nature to go un- 
heard, its beauties go tmseen; — he then would 
have known the meaning of that bitter vow 
"Then shall ye know.*' 
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The love that had lain dormant in his heart 
was yet to be awakened and he was to feel the 
same joys of a blissful hope, the same peace- 
ful pride, anxiety, dread and disappointment, 
that are known to both prince and page, the 
worid around. And the same commandment 
"Love ye one another,** was to tear his heart, 
as the hearts of others had been torn in time 
gone by. 

But that was not for him to know; for, had 
it been, life would have been robbed of one 
of its most valued assets: hope, — and hope eter- 
nal ever beats in the human breast. Even in 
the face of all that he had been called upon to 
endure he was always ready to apply that old 
and time worn slogan, and was always in pos- 
session of a happy way of making it fit all cases. 

That the darkest hour, as legends say, 
Is just before the dawn of day; 
And that i>early beams of brightest Hght, 
Are ever made from blackest nightl 

And to such a spirit as that it matters not what 
the past has been: there is always a future to 
build on. And now that little woman was to 
furnish the foundation on which was to arise 
skyward another tower of hope, and whether 
it was to be rock or sand was no concern of 
his. It was before him, and fate said, "Build.** 
And again, if he had known the story that lay 
hidden behind those blue eyes that had looked 
so pleadingly down into his, if he had known the 
torrent that was surging deep in her heart, it 
would have only urged hun on to a greater eflEort* 
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But destiny said: **You must leam, and leam 
at a cost, and then you will realize that there 
are other trials than those of your own, — and 
then ye shall know.'* 

Time and tide wait for no one. Down its 
ever certain course was to be found a fine, heal- 
thy little child, on whom was lavished the love 
of a sad-hearted little mother whose girlhood 
days were only a taunting dream of the past, 
leading her into the awakening anguish of a 
tortuous nightmare. And now the time had 
arrived where the future of that innocent little 
soul must be provided for; a little mouth must 
be fed; a little wardrobe must be provided and 
maintained; and there was only one place for 
the burden to fall, — that was, on her. True, 
the same roof that had sheltered her in her in- 
fancy and youth would now repeat itself and 
shelter her child; but the resources of her dear 
old parents were limited and it meant but one 
thing: work, — and work she must. The very 
trail that was traced on that map of destiny 
led her to find the spot where John found her. 
Her quiet and unassuming manner led her, too, 
into the hearts of her employers and all with 
whom she came in contact. She had built 
her castle, had seen it fall at her feet, and now 
must clear away the debris, — perchance to build 
again. 

Why, dear reader, although her past and pre- 
sent were both unknown to him, was she to 
fall so unconsciously into a heart that up to 
the present had denied the love of all? Why 
did she wish him to linger in her memory? And 
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why was that gentle appeal to correspond with 
her to be the shells that were to batter down the 
wall that stood between his heart and a cold, 
indiflEerent world, and flood his soul with the 
beaming rays of love? Was that chance? By 
all means, no! It was all a part of the trac- 
ings on that map of destiny and was a part of 
the promise that had yet to be fulfilled. 

We sometimes get all puffed up with our own 
self importance, but it only goes to show how 
very, very little we know about ourselves. If 
we will take the trouble to look at both ends 
of life, we can see for ourselves how utterly 
helpless we are at both ends of the line: we have 
nothing to say of our coming, and nothing of 
our going. For us to say at any time of our 
life that we are entirely independent, is equal 
to saying that we are as great as the God that 
made us, when as a matter of fact, we are only 
his image. It is logical to think that if we are 
created in the image and likeness of Himself, 
that there was a purpose created for us at the 
same time; but what that purpose is to be we 
have no more to say, than we did about our own 
creation. All we know is that we come, we are 
here, and we will depart when our allotted time 
has expired. We can plan for ourselves and, 
in some cases, those plans coincide exactly with 
the plans of God; but whenever or wherever we 
see lives that are a blissful heaven in themselves, 
we may know that those plans coincided. When 
we happen to meet disappointment, sorrow and 
grief, it does not mean that we are to get dis- 
couraged and jump the job, by any means; it 



OUT OF DABKNESS INTO LIGHT 67 

simply means that we have gotten hold of the 
wrong plans and that if we just hang on to our- 
selves, till the pages in the book of life have been 
turned to the proper place, we will find the 
plans that were intended for us, and our for- 
mer mistakes will be forgotten. While it is 
in our power to change our lives to conform 
with the tracings of those plans, it is never safe 
to meddle with them, — and our prison walls 
are now enclosing the ones that tried it. 



CHAPTER IX. 

At last the farewell words were spoken and 
hands were grasped in fond goodbyes. The 
kind hearted old proprietor, as though in fear 
that some little detail of hospitality had, per- 
chance, been overlooked, accompanied him to 
the train, and there, with a profusion of sincere 
good wishes, bade him goodbye. 

There was a well contented and well satis- 
fied heart beating in his breast as he took leave 
of those kind and friendly people. He had 
brought the ideals of his head to the little town 
and had developed them into a reality; now, 
though he was departing from the ideal of his 
heart, he felt as though he was taking with him 
a part of that ideal out into the unknown realms 
of space, — and now it, too, would develop in- 
to the real, or would be lost in the enchanted 
distance, die, and be forgotten. That was not 
for him to know, but yet to learn. 

He well realized that the position into which 
he had worked himself had been the cause of 
turning in his direction the eyes of the agric- 
cultural world. The faith of his business as- 
sociates depended now on him, either to rise 
or to fall; but his confidence in himself was 
supreme. On his arrival in that noted belt 
of golden grain he lost no time in preparing 
for the test; but he considered it his first and 
foremost duty to answer the call that had been 
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made to his heart, and send to the ideal that 
he had left behind a letter which would be a 
little more than friendly. 

In a few days his machine arrived. With 
a light and cheerful heart he entered upon the 
duties which demanded so much from him. In 
this day and age of competition, strife and greed, 
dear reader, the world takes no man's word 
for anything: it has to be shown. 

Dates were agreed upon for field trials and 
were widely advertised. When at last the time 
arrived, hundreds of feet made beaten paths 
to the scene to watch him busily beating theories 
into practice; day after day new arrivals came 
to satisfy their own curiosity; old ones went 
away with more modem ideas added to their 
list of knowledge; trains were held so that the 
travelling public might catch a glimpse; road 
officials drove out from their private cars, smiled, 
and like hundreds of others, — hundreds of times 
before, — wondered why it had not been thought 
of before. One of his partners remarked that 
John was the most unconcerned man in the 
throng; but you can not see, dear reader, what 
is beating in a man's heart, by looking him 
in the face, — especially when that face is cov- 
ered with grease. 

At last the demonstrations came to an end 
and a new problem now sprang up, one on which, 
as yet, they had not figured: letters of inquiry 
came pouring in from every comer of the ag- 
ricultural world, and everybody was kept busy 
answering them. When at last the letter for 
which he had been looking with eager eyes, 
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found its way in his private mail, he looked a 
trifle concerned, — so any one would have noticed 
had they been watching, — while he was absorb- 
ing the kindly words that it contained; but at 
the end the welcome words "with love, from 
Helen," were penned, — and then his happiness 
became apparent. A new and tmknown light 
was breaking through to grace his lonely heart, 
and a new view of life was to be taken. 

Finally the busy season drew to a close and 
taking advantage of the little reprieve, while 
business affairs were adjusting themselves for 
himself and his associates, he hied himself out 
to that grand old treasure state to attend to 
some of his private affairs. And there among 
the picturesque beauties of nature undefiled, 
he decided to spend the winter, — and a pleasant 
winter, too, it was. Again pioneering, — but, oh, 
how different than in years gone by: the modem 
comforts of the present day, together with all 
its conveniences, dropped down, Aladin-like, on 
the scenes of thirty years ago; where one could 
sit in the luxury of a modem home and gaze 
out on the little droves of antelope and deer; 
where the siren notes of the modem mill were 
answered by the yelp of the coyote and the howl 
of the prairie wolf; where the glare of electric 
lights enticed the wild geese to destruction, as 
it has the human ones in times gone past; where 
nature is fast giving way to that ever conquer- 
ing hand of man; where the smoke of the wig- 
wam curls no more; where the trails of the buffalo 
are now trampled by that family friend, the 
cow (though as yet her feet have to be tied 
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to her horns before she will submit to the or- 
deal of modem robbery, she is fast getting ed- 
ucated in the mysteries of domestic science); 
where the only nobility that exists are the deeds 
of man to man (the bankers' and the toilers' 
sons have no unfathomed gulf to span); where 
in friendship's clasp your hand is grasped, re- 
gardless of your duds; where the golden-rod is 
turned neath the soil to make room for Irish 
spuds; where nature's artists do their best to 
keep beauty's stock in store, and the same old 
love beats in the breast, as it did in days of yore; 
where mans' inhumanity to his fellow man are 
things that are yet unknown, and we trust in 
God to let us tread on paths that are our own. 

And during this time the correspondence that 
was passing to and fro between himself and 
Helen, was one of the most pleasant happen- 
ings. Time was passing very pleasantly, when 
along towards spring a letter arrived from her 
telling him that as the management of that old 
hotel, which had been so homelike to him, was 
about to change hands, she was going to try 
her fortune in the city. In a few days he re- 
ceived a card telling him that she was in the 
metropolis and hunting employment. He lost 
no time in answering it and asked where she 
could be found, for he contemplated a trip there 
in connection with his business, and wanted to 
see her. He received word shortly that she 
had found a position and gave him the address 
telling him that she would be greatly pleased 
to see him. 

It was early in May that the trip was made 
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and arriving at the given address we found a 
large, modem factory, filled to overflowing with 
yoting men and women. It was the noon hour, 
and as he was making inquiries of the time 
keeper as to where she might be fotmd, she 
appeared in company with another lady. Greet- 
ings were exchanged and as she had but a few 
minutes before her noon hour was consumed, 
plans were quickly arranged for him to meet 
her at the door, at the end of her day's labor. 
Needless to say, he was there at the stated time. 

Though her home was about four miles dis- 
tant, street cars had no inducements for either, 
and a stroll was made along a path, that never 
will be forgotten by either; for it. was along 
that path that he poured out his heart to her, 
and along that path that she poured back her 
trials to him. It was there she told him the 
story of her life; and as he drank in the bitter 
words of grief as they left her lips, his heart 
overflowed with love and compassion. Although 
she would not say **no," she said she preferred 
to remain as she was till after she was thirty. 

Like all good things that joyful journey came 
to an end. When they reached the down town 
district, it was the dinner hour, and he pro- 
posed that they drop into a restuarant and dine, 
to which she agreed. They soon found them- 
selves seated alone at a table. A pleasant con- 
versation was ensuing, a pleasant repast was 
being partaken of, and the time was passing 
all too swiftly for him, when in the midst of the 
repast a slight lull occurred in the conversation. 
An outburst broke from her lips that pierced 
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him to the heart; dumfounded his eyes sought 
hers, as if his ears had belied him. The pic- 
ttire of guilt was plainly stamped on her face, 
and derision scorn and contempt mingled to- 
gether in one ill-timed outburst. His heart 
sank within him; his head dropped; his eyes 
sought his plate. On the lapel of his coat was 
a little golden pin, and standing out in bold 
relief on that pin, were three emblematic letters. 
As his eyes were lowered these letters met his 
gaze and branded deep in his soul a definition 
that he had never before known: the price 
of friendship and the price of love is truth. The 
Lord God on high had torn from her lips the 
very thing that she so skillfully concealed in 
her heart: her bitter contempt for mankind. 

His first impulse was to arise, pay for their 
meals and wordlessly leave her. Before he could 
move a limb, he found that he was rooted to 
the spot, and something flashed in his heart 
"No, no!'* When he had regained control of 
himself he did the only thing that a manly man 
could do: ignored it. But, God! What a price! 
Yes, "The love that ye have as yet denied in 
your heart will be turned to hatred and scorn: 
then shall ye know!*' 

Their dinner finished, they now spent the 
evening together. But the happy dream that 
he had been living such a short time before, 
was now a treacherous nightmare, and many 
words that left her lips never entered his ears. 
At last the time arrived and with a sad and 
heavy heart, he shook her hand in what he thought 
would be a last farewell. That towering wall 
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of blissful hope was wavering in the air. His 
journey home was anything but a happy one: 
a more dismal one he had never known. The 
sun might be shining, but not on him; perhaps 
flowers bloomed and birds were singing, but 
not for him: gloom darkest gloom, was all. 
The new hopes that of late had inspired his life 
were now a thing of the past, and there was 
nothing now for him but the same old path to 
tread. She had told him that she would have 
to seek new employment, for her hands could 
not compete with the more skilled ones at the 
factory, and she knew not where to look, — but 
what was that to him. She had spumed him; 
she had spumed his love. But in spite of all 
his forebodings, in spite of all the gloom, those 
words that had flashed so lightning-like in his 
brain as he was about to tear himself from her 
presence when that bitter outburst had occurred, 
— still lingered with him, and whenever he had 
his mind about made up to try to forget the whole 
sad affair, those same words **No, no!," were 
the answer, and he was left more bewildered 
than before. 

Hardly had he shaken the dust of the journey 
from him, when in his mail appeared a letter, 
addressed in the old familiar hand. Unconcern- 
edly he opened it, and as beautiful, friendly 
and loving a little missive as he had ever re- 
ceived from her, was spread before his eyes 
In appealing words she told him that she was 
now out of employment, and her money had 
about gone, but that she still hoped that she 
would find employment in a short time; and 
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she asked him if he would not help her to hope 
the same. Puzzling? Yes, dear reader, it was 
puzzling, but it touched the spot; for if there 
ever was anyone that man had a longing to 
love, it was the hopeful soul. 

That night was a sleepless night for him, and 
anxious to give her the benefit of every doubt 
he pondered long and well. Who but she knew 
the bitter thoughts that were, perchance, cousr- 
ing through her heart, when that ill-timed laugh 
rang from her lips? Who but she knew of the 
anxious days and sleepless nights that had been 
her lot but a few short years back? Who but 
she knew of the towering hopes that she had 
built upon a fotmdation of sand, only to see 
them come crashing at her feet? Who but she 
knew of the same old promises that have been 
made thousands of times in times gone by? Who 
Who but she knew of a tender little heart, that 
was beating in a humble little home, that some 
day might ask her if his papa was in Heaven? 
And who but she knew that all this was an ul- 
cerated accumulation upon a tender heart and 
had burst? Before that peaceful hand of sltmi- 
ber had touched his troubled brow, he said, 
"Only God," and went to sleep. 

He was up at dawn of day, and there in the 
beams of a beautiful May mom, as he drank 
in those words that have meant so much to 
many a pure and noble girl that has sought the 
glimmer of city lights, — his resolves were qtiick- 
ly made. And, dear reader, we will leave it 
to you, as to just what you would have done, 
if you had received such lines from the one that 



76 OUT OF DABKNESS INTO LIGHT 

you loved with all your heart, knowing as you 
do of the pitfalls that are so cunningly laid by 
the inhuman hands of man; knowing as you do 
of the many happy homes that have been thrown 
into disgrace and sorrow; knowing as you do 
of the innocent lives that have been thrown into 
conditions that were worse than hell. Your 
answer will be: you would have done exactly 
as he did. You would have lost no time in send- 
ing to her as kind and as encouraging a reply 
as was at your command; you would have asked 
her to have as brave and as courageous a heart 
as was possible; you would have made her a small 
remittance to tide her over to better times. 
And as he did, you would have made a mistake; 
for the pride of woman is something that as 
yet man has never fathomed. 



CHAPTER X. 

It was with some feeling of pride that he 
congratulated himself on being able to, at least, 
cheer that little woman up, for he knew that 
a little encouragement might mean a whole 
lot to her, and he had decided that if there was 
anything within his power, that he would give 
her the benefit of it. You can imagine, dear 
reader, what it meant to him when in a few 
days he received a letter, and how downcast 
he felt, when she told him that his letter had 
not only hurt her but had been an insult as 
well. She said that she had been married once, 
and though it was a hard thing to say, she could 
never make up her mind to marry again; that 
as soon as she could, she would return to him 
the assistance that he had sent her. 

There, indeed, was something that was hard 
for him to understand. Why should she make 
such an appeal to him, when she well knew his 
openhearted nature, and then take offense at 
the very deeds that she had incited? And 
if the aid that he had so willingly and cheerfully 
sent to her had, as she said, been an insult, 
why had she not returned it with the letter, in- 
stead of telling him that she would return it 
when she could? Summing everything up, he 
reached the conclusion that he had been of 
help to her, after all, and down in the depths 
of his heart he was glad of it; for now he thought 
that he could discern the symptoms of the in- 
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fliction that to a greater or a lesser extent America 
is subject to: pride. Nevertheless, he lost no 
time in sending a letter to her telling her that 
he was sorry & he had hurt her feelings, and 
that as everything had been done from the 
fullness of his heart, he begged that she would 
forgive him; that if she felt that she could not 
accept the little help that he had tendered to 
her, she might consider it a loan and return it 
when she pleased. To this he received no answer. 

Again he wrote asking her if his explanation 
had not been sufficient, begging her to point 
out where she thought he was at fault. In a 
short time, an answer came, saying that she 
would forgive and forget the whole afiair. Cor- 
respondence was again resumed and again he 
was made happy. 

On Sundays and in idle hours he loved to 
stroll over the creek beds and along the streams 
in search of agates, sapphires and other little 
gems for which the old treasure state is so noted. 
He loved to have them mounted in little art- 
icles of jewelry and bedeck her with them. 
Among his fincUngs he had a beautiful stone that 
he thought could be cut into some very pretty 
sets, so he wrote to her, asking her just how 
she wanted it set. Her answer was: a ring. 
After considering the matter well in his own 
mind, he decided that he would do for Helen 
something that he would do for no other person 
on earth: he would take the tiny band of gold 
that his dear old mother and grandmother had 
worn from the cradle to the grave, and have it 
made into a token of love for her, and would 
presentit to her with his own hand. 
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Time went happily along. The ring was 
made over and set with the beautiful stone which 
he had found. She had told him that she was 
employed now in a large home hotel in the city 
and as he contemplated another trip there, 
there she might be found. So when his duties 
for the season were over he made preparations 
once more to see the little woman who meant 
so much to him. In a short space of time he 
found himself in the palace where she had told 
him she might be found, and engaging a room 
he handed a note to the bell boy with instructions 
for him to give it to Helen. In a few minutes 
she was at his door. But it seemed to him 
that her greeting was very cold and distant, 
and as he grasped her limp and lifeless hand 
in what he thought was a very heartless and 
spiritless shake, she drew from him, as though 
in fear that he might attempt to kiss her. But 
in that she knew not the man; for his breeding 
had been such that there never was a minute 
in any hour that he did not know his place and 
manners. 

After a friendly little chat she informed him 
as to the hour when she would be off duty and 
would be at liberty to take a stroll and have 
a visit with him. At the stated time they started 
for the down town district where they did some 
shopping, had lunch at a restaurant, and at- 
tended the theatre. 

At the restaurant he presented to her the 
little band of gold that meant so much to him 
and told her its story. In presenting that ring 
it seemed to him that the sacrifice bordered 
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closely on to sacrilege: he was paying for his 
love by depriving himself of a token that meant 
more than love to him and, as he told her, could 
be bought for no other price; that he hoped 
she would appreciate it in that light and give 
her love to him, if possible. She mumbled a 
retieration of his words **if possible" and in a 
cold and heartless manner deposited the ring 
in her pocket, with the frigid remark that the 
reason she had asked for a ring was because 
her old one was fast wearing out. 

Again that cruel and relentless dart had pierced 
his bosom as it had when they last dined to- 
gether. A binding emblem of love and kin- 
ship, one that had been in the family for over 
a hundred years and one that could be pur- 
chased by nothing short of love, — had now 
gone to take the place of a common, everyday 
ornament. As his eyes again sought his plate 
words, almost aloud, fell from his lips, "Will 
God forgive me.'*'* And the echo answered, 
"Yes. It is the price that ye are paying for 
the love that as yet ye have denied in your heart, 
and when we have finished, then shall ye know." 

He could now plainly see that there was stand- 
ing between himself and Helen, one of the dark- 
est chasms that could be imagined. But, what 
was it? In her correspondence to him she was 
all that he desired; but when they were in each 
others* company, she was so distant that it al- 
ways appeared to him that she was guarding 
every word and action that she committed. 
He well knew that she would never have accep- 
ted that little band of gold, knowing as she did 
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what it meant to him. It was plainly visable 
to him, as well, that there was a struggle raging 
in her heart. But, what was it? That was 
what he determined right then and there that 
he would find out; and that is what he did. 

There was something in her heart that she 
was trying hard to conceal, of that he felt sure. 
But, could she? His mind was made up to 
watch and weigh every guarded word, and per- 
haps there would be something come to the 
surface that would form the first link in the 
chain; and it did. The raging torrents that 
were beating and surging in her heart had reached 
their limit and relaxation must come. He well 
knew that if he could not draw it from her be- 
fore she reached the quiet of her room, his hopes 
would be in vain; for once there she would re- 
sort to the same method that is known to the 
whole world of women, and drown the whole 
affair in tears. And to that effect, and with 
that fact in view, he pushed his case. 

While on his way back to her hotel he poured 
forth that same old story that has been told 
thousands of times, in thousands of years. In 
her attempt to evade the direct flow that was 
pouring from his heart, her heart was calling 
for her own. At the very time that God had 
alloted, in a trembling voice and with quiver- 
ing lips, she told him of a little brother that 
came to visit her for days at a time; she told 
him of the happiness that it brought to her to 
have him come to see her; she told him how 
lonely she would get, and then when that happy 
visit took place, how much brighter everything 
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appeared to her, and loneliness soon departed. 
In so doing she welded the very link in the very 
span that bridged from side to side that dark 
and fathomless chasm; for that little brother 
was her darling baby bpy, and in that baby 
boy was her heart enshrouded; and the struggle 
that was tearing her heart was to keep that love 
undivided. 

Her heart was now spread before him like 
an open book, and between the lines he read 
her determination to share that love with no 
one. Again he took her hand in a farewell 
grasp. As his business was taking him to the 
eastern states, he could not get back to his home 
for several days, and in parting with her he 
had about reached the conclusion that he was 
parting with his hopes, as well: and, to a large 
extent, it dulled the pleasure of a beautiful journey. 

But even before he had returned to his home, 
a letter from her was there waiting for him, 
and on opening it he found as kind and lov- 
ing words as he would care to read. He lost 
no time in writing her an answer, and in that 
answer he told her that he had read from her 
lips the words that she had never repeated; 
he told her that the story she had told him of 
the visits of that little brother, never, never 
came from the lips of a sister, but from the 
depths of a mother's heart; he told her that 
every move she had made while they were to- 
gether showed plainly that that same little 
child, was the barrier that stood between him 
and her, and that the selfish nature of her love 
was the offspring bred from her former trials 
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and troubles; he told her that if it was her fear 
that her child would be denied the love that 
was due it, that she could entirely banish these 
thoughts, — ^for her baby boy would receive the 
same love and consideration as she would her- 
self. 

In her reply to this, she neither affirmed nor 
denied any part of it, but complained to him 
of her loneliness. She said that her work was 
all to her liking, and that the treatment she 
received could not be better, but that her lone- 
liness at times nearly drove her to distraction; 
but that all she could do was to bear it all, and 
trust that in time things would be better. 

His reply to that was a beautiful appeal to 
her to try to keep herself from getting into those 
melancholy moods, to be a brave little woman 
and to always bear in mind that his love for her, 
even in the face of rebukes, was just as true and 
sincere as it would be if she was his very own; 
that whenever she wanted to banish that lone- 
liness from existence, he had a very happy method 
of doing it, and at her will there would soon be 
a happy little family of three settled down in 
a new western town. 



CHAPTER XI. 

Days and weeks went fleeting by, and no 
answer came. Whether or not the tales that 
had been poured into his childish ears while 
seated on his grandpa's knee had had any in- 
fluence, or had moulded into shape any of the 
characteristics that were to mark his after life, 
— we do not know, — but the story that he loved 
to hear so well was his grandpa's experience 
with Admiral Perry, while engaged in that mem- 
orial naval battle on the treacherous waters 
of Lake Erie; and he drank in the words from the 
lips of his grandpa that his grandpa had heard 
from the lips of that grand and noble general, 
as he stood enshrouded mid the folds of Old 
Glory with his right hand raised to God, and 
his head bared to the heavens above: **Boys, 
don't give up the ship!" 

This was the tale that stirred every drop 
of Dutch blood that coursed through his little 
veins, and though there would be tears trickling 
down his rosy cheeks, his grandpa could hold 
him no longer; for, with a loud "Hurrah for 
Admiral Perry," he would break from the tender 
clasp of his grandpa, hunt up some of his old 
war relics, and for the rest of the day, he, him- 
self, was Admiral Perry. 

His grandpa used to tell him that those very 
words when applied to the trials of peace, had 
the same effect, as when applied in the trials 
of war. He used to say that if you couldn't 
keep her afloat, there was always a chance that 
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the stream might nm dry. Whether or not 
it was those deeds of valor to which he had so 
often listened, that had left their impression 
on his disposition, — we will leave you to decide 
But the fact remains that the word **quit" is 
not written in his dictionary, and never was. 
So, as a reply to his letter was not forthcom- 
ing, it meant to him that something was wrong 
and that he ought to write another. In a few 
days, after writing the second one, he received 
a reply stating that she was and had been in the 
hospital, but was now about to be discharged 
from there, and would soon be at work again. 
Closely following that letter came a card say- 
ing that she was back at the hotel, that she was 
as yet unable to work, but that she had hopes 
that she would be all right again in a short time. 
"But, God! How lonesome,'* she said, **to be 
penned in here and so far away from my own." 
That was enough for John; for the very fact 
that while he was enjoying the best of health 
the one he loved was suflEering, was something 
that called for action without delay. * 'What's 
best for me to do," he asked himself, **a trip 
there would do no good, and might possibly 
be detrimental." For although her letters all 
went to show that she had some care for him 
it all seemed to vanish when he was in her com- 
pany. He wrote her a cheerful letter. ** Don't 
give up the ship," was again transferred from 
pen to eye, and after looking over the shelves 
of a book store and mailing her a story that he 
thought would help her while away the lonely 
hours, he agained opened up his heart to her 
and asked her just what he could do to be of 
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help to her. He asked her if there was any- 
thing he could send her that would make or help 
make her happy, and if it would be objection- 
able to her if he was to pay her hospital' bill, 
and help her in any other way that was possible. 
The heartless reply came back saying that she 
was not worrying any about the hospital bills, 
for if she could not pay them this year, they 
could wait until next. 

The words that he had repeated so often 
again flashed through his bewildered brain: 
**The love that as yet ye have denied in your 
heart will be turned to hatred and scorn, and 
when we have finished, they shall ye know!" 
**Thank God,*' he exclaimed loudly, **they have 
finished, and now I know!'* The tortures that 
he had been called upon to endure came from 
the very heart of the one that he loved from 
the uttermost depths of his own, and in heap- 
ing those firebrands on his head she was only 
gratifying a woman's desire for revenge. He 
was only reimbursing her for the tortures of 
an outraged love that, she herself, had suflEered 
at the hands of another, and every appeal that 
he made to that dear little woman only added 
more fuel to the already raging flames. **God,*' 
he said, **what mockery those appeals for love 
must have seemed; what tortures must she 
have endured when those promises of an abid- 
ing love were made to her, — promises that she 
once had accepted in faith, only to pay for in 
sorrow. No, Helen does not hate me: it is love 
that she hates, and the very sound of the word 
is a dagger in her heart.*' Yes, fate had mis- 
guided her love and had led her into the tor- 
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tuous depths of misery, and now for all the 
stiflEering that she had been forced to endure 
and all the sorrows that her inncoent heart had 
been burdened with, she was making another 
innocent heart pay, with a vengeance. The 
bitter trials, the bitter tears, the aching heart 
and the sad disappointments of her blooming 
womanhood, had calloused a once gentle heart, 
and the memory of all this she had carefully 
stored up, awaiting the time and chance to wreak 
it in cold but terrible fury on the head of some 
one, let that one be whom it may; and the hand 
of destiny had pointed to John. **Ha,'' she 
said, **I was innocent and I suflEered: you, too, 
are innocent, — you shall suflEer as well. You 
are no better than I and I was made to pay a 
price for love that called for everything but 
death: now, why not you, your shoulders are 
as broad as mine? I was robbed of my girl- 
hood, and at a fearful cost: you can now pay 
the cost. If you have spent many weary days 
and many sleepless nights, I, too, have done 
the same. Ha — love, a mockery of life, and 
the promises that I received and believed were 
only the first steps in a wretched career. Hap- 
piness? Yes, but short lived indeed. Home, 
too, — ^but in the home of others and slaving for 
them. And, why? Only because I loved: now 
you love, you suflEer, too." And then, burst- 
ing into bitter tears and throwing herself down 
on her knees she cries, **0h, God! Forgive me! 
Oh, forgive me! Poor, poor John! He has 
nothing in the wide wide world to ease his ach- 
ing heart and I, I have my boy, my darling 
baby boy! Oh, God! How could I endure this 
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world of cruel and bitter memories if it were 

not for my baby boy!" Burying her face in 

her hands, she wept the bitter tears that only 

come from a noble and outraged heart. And 

in those same tears is a relief that man can 

never understand, — and a blessed relief. 

Tears, yes, dear reader, blessed tears, — and 

no matter whether they be tears of joy or tears 

of sorrow, — when a woman seeks the solitude 

of her chamber to find relief in tears, it is the 

rainbow of God's promise that an aching heart 

is flooded, and relief is foimd in tears. If God 

had seen fit to blot out the bitter memories of 

the past her happiness in John would have been 

complete; but as yet God forbade it. Had he 

not forbade it, one of the most perplexing and 

vexing problems that humanity is compelled 

to face, would then and there have been solved. 

Why, dear reader, are we emphatically conmian- 

ded to love one another and then have our hearts 

torn with the ragged edge of sorrow in trying 

to obey that very commandment? If you can 

answer that question a diadem is yours, and the 

world will be your worshippers. But that is 

another thing, dear reader, that we are not to 

know. For, if we were to know, — 

From heavens high 

We would not implore 

The reason why 

Two hungry hearts 

In life's battle din. 

Should stand Imoadng at each other's door,— 

And not bid each other in. 

Were it not for that enthralled cloak of mys- 
tery that ever enshrouds the children of God, 
we, in time, would revert back to the very con- 
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ditions that existed when the wrath of God was 
called down upon the heads of all; and another 
deluge would be required to ptirge the world 
of sin as it was in times long, long ago. For 
it is that mysterious fear of God that keeps us 
meek; that mysterious love of God that keeps 
us gentle; the mysterious hopes that are ever 
beating in otir hearts that keep our footsteps 
in the straight and narrow path that leads up 
to the fulfilment of those happy promises that 
for ages have been handed down to us. And 
if it were not for that cloak of mystery that 
enwraps otir earthly trials, how soon would we 
be drifting after other Gods; how soon would 
the world again be steeped in a seething mass 
of blackest sins; how soon would we bring on 
us again otir own destruction? Yes; it is best, 
far best, that the masterful eye of an All Wise 
God sees to it that we do not get too wise, and 
in so doing, work otir own downfall. 

We are wont to cry out, **0h, God! Why 
is it so?'* But the onl^ thing for us to know is 
that it is all for a purpose, and God alone knows 
that purpose, and keeps His own cotmsel. Does 
a general inform his soldiers where each battle 
is to be fought; where and why each movement 
is to be made, where and why each life is to be 
lost? If he does, he is a weak and unfit general, 
and would be an tmsafe conmiander. If the 
captain of a ship were to tell the crew the bus- 
iness affairs of the ship, he would soon have 
no crew: they would all be captains. And if 
the same hand that created both us and our 
destiny, were to point out to us and reveal to 
us the mysteries that are destined to rack our 
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puzzled brain from the cradle to the grave, he 
would be an unwise creator and would soon lose 
his prestige. Soon we, ourselves, would be trail- 
ing along after some other idols that were cloaked 
in mystery; for we mortals are bom in mystery; 
live in mystery; die in mystery, as well. For 
us to move out of the shadows of that mysterious 
cloud would be to remove from us our chief ob- 
ject in life: it can not be denied that we are an 
inquisitive creation and our greatest delight is, 
and has been, in working out a solution of the 
mysteries of nature, and if we will go to the 
trouble of reviewing the pages of history back 
for a thousand years, we will see before many 
leaves are turned, that what we do not already 
know, we are and have been trying mighty hard 
to find out, taking the greatest pleasure in so 
doing. 

So you see, dear reader, one of our characters 
was ever living in the mysteries of the blissful 
hope that he could lead the other out of the 
memories of the past, till he could call her his 
own; and then his ambitions were to lead her 
along the path of life in such a mahner that she 
would have no just cause to remember those 
trials that had been forced upon her, and she 
would be glad to forget them. But in the other 
we have the mystery of fear to contend with; 
for she had been compelled to drain her cup 
of sorrow to the very dregs, and now all cups, 
looked alike to her. The command * 'Judge not, 
lest ye be judged," had no terrors for her; they 
were all alike. 

So it is a battle royal between hope and fear. 
Let us hope that hope will win. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Weeks went by, and still no answer came; 
and the longer he waited for a reply, the more 
determined he became to save the ship. Not 
for a moment did he falter, for the words of his 
old grandpa lingered with him yet: **If she can't 
be made to float, there is always a chance that 
the stream will run dry." What worried him 
now was the fact that he had been held in re- 
serve to the call of his country, in case his ser- 
vices would again be needed for military duties. 
All indications pointed toward that call being 
but a very short distance off. A few hours after 
the state militia was ordered to answer muster 
call, he was notified to hold himself in readiness 
to answer any call. And here, dear reader, we 
are going to point out to you another of the 
mystic beauties of life. War, we know, is just 
what General Sherman said it was: hell; but, 
even though it be hell, it has one redeeming 
feature, and the very moment that you take 
the one that you love in that last fond and fare- 
well embrace, that feature is plainly manifest. 
Though it may be hard to be torn away from 
the ones that are dear to you, that very fact is 
the feature that glorifies the whole affair: for 
it is the love of your country, your home, and 
the dear ones that you have left behind, that 
make a soldier of you. You may go through 
the rank and file, after the smoke of battle has 
cleared away, and ask any man from the private 
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to the highest commander, what is was that 
most pressed him on to deeds of valor, and, — 
though the stains of death may yet besmear 
his face, — he will quickly tell you that it was 
love: love of his wife; his little ones; his mother; 
his sweetheart; and when he says that, he says 
his country, too, if you please. Show us a boy 
that has had to be torn from the clinging arms 
of a dear old mother, and one whose quivering 
lips met hers in that last embrace, and one that 
will go into battle line with tears in his eyes, — 
and we will show you a man that is every inch 
a soldier, and one that will give a good account 
of himself before the sun goes down. And, 
what does it ? Love, — and nothing else. 

The mother that has been called upon to sac- 
rifice to her country the very life that she has 
given to the worid, is deserving of more ever- 
lasting glory, — both in this worid and in the 
one to come, — than all of the modem spinster- 
hood that could be assembled in a universe. 
Have you ever been a soldier? If so, have 
you ever noticed the smile that wreathed the 
face of a dying comrade as he handed to you 
some little token and asked you to give it to 
his mother, and to tell her that he did his best? 
What was the cause of that smile, when his 
body was racked with pain and death stared 
him in the face? Love, — and nothing else. 
Did you notice the smile that spread over the 
features of that same old mother as you delivered 
to her that burdensome message? What caused 
that smile, though her eyes were filled with tears 
and her heart was breaking with a grief that 
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only a mother knows? Love, — and nothing 
else. Such a mother was proud of her boy; 
such a boy was proud of his mother; and God 
was proud of them both. 

But now there was a heart that was sorely 
sad. The old loved one whose lips had met 
his in perhaps a last sad farewell a few years 
back, when the call had come for him to take 
his chances neath the tropical stm of far away 
Luzon, had now passed over the great divide, — 
and, who was now left to care? The parting 
words that had rung in his ears and that had 
helped to carry him through some mighty treach- 
erous surroimdings, would now be denied to 
him, — and who cared? He knew what war 
meant; he knew what it meant to him; he knew 
that inasmuch as he was a soldier, already trained, 
that he would be pushed to the front without 
delay, — and, who cared? He knew that the 
early stages of war depended on the experienced 
men holding the enemy in check until the militia 
and recruits could be drilled into shape for war- 
fare, — ^but, who cared? He knew that his body 
stood a very good chance to furnish a resting 
place for a chunk of Mexican lead, and that 
his last sleep might be slept under the swelter- 
ering sun of a Mexican sky, — but who cared? 
No one; for the only love that he had to take 
with him was for one who returned contempt 
and scorn. 

Again he wrote her and asked her if she cared, 
to which no answer was returned. So then 
he wrote and told her that if her appreciation of 
his kindness to her and her regard for him and 
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his welfare were considered by her so lightly, 
that he would expect her to rettim to him the 
tokens of his kindness and love, and especially 
his angel mother's ring. He told her that it 
was not because he needed the things, but be- 
cause he did not care to go away and leave them 
in the hands of one who held him in such small 
esteem. It tore his heart to the very core to 
write these words, but he saw that there was 
something that had to be cleared up, and it 
might as well be done first as last. In a few 
days he received a letter from her telling him 
that she was very busy but that just as soon 
as she could get the time, she would return all. 
As soon as he read those lines he knew also that 
she would do no such thing, nor had she any 
intention of so doing. What made him think 
so he could not tell, but it was a decided fact 
in his own heart that his mother's ring never, 
never would return to him. He waited days 
and weeks, and nothing arrived. He wrote and 
asked her if she had sent the things, for if she 
had done so, they had been lost in the mails, 
and if that was the case he would make some 
eflEort to find them as he did not want to lose 
that little ring. He also told her that he would 
be glad to leave them in her hands if there was 
any chance of his leaving any degree of respect 
for himself in her heart, as well And while 
he was seated at his desk, pondering over the 
bitter words that he had felt himself compelled 
to send to the one that he loved with all his heart, 
out of the blackest chasm of gloom came that 
shining light. 



V 
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As he sat meditating over what appeared 
to him a very, very hard lot, he wondered why 
it was that she had taken the interest in him 
that she had shown at first, and had exhibited 
a desire to keep in touch with him;' and why 
it was that she had asked him so pleadingly 
to correspond with her, — ^unless then she had 
some desire that lay hidden in her heart. There 
was a mystery about the whole affair that yet 
had to be cleared away. He noticed that the 
feelings that were now creeping over him, coin- 
cided exactly with those that had come over 
him as he sat at the table with her, when that 
heart rending outburst of contempt and scorn 
had broken from her lips, and when he was 
about to leave the table and her presence, and 
when that same voice whispered in his heart, 
"No, no!" The same feelings, too, had entered 
his soul when she had, with wavering voice, 
recounted to him the visits of that little brother. 
And when it had dawned on him that the little 
brother was no other than her own child, he had 
told her in a letter of his suspicions and she 
had neither denied nor affirmed them, but main- 
tained an absolute silence on the subject. 

But why could not the same hand that was 
urging him on be the very same hand that was 
holding her back? Yes: while it was that mys- 
terious love that was pressing him forward, it 
was that mysterious fear that lay hidden in her 
heart, that barred the way. It was a feeling 
of happiest bliss that ran through his soul when 
those thoughts were flashed before his anxious 
view. That the child was her very own, there 
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was now no doubt; and it was for the sake of 
that child that she feared to answer the call 
of love a second time. And if she had whis- 
pered those words in his ear through a trumpet 
of silver, or had written them in script of gold, 
they could have been stamped no plainer on his 
anxious heart that they now were. She was 
afraid to love again. And, who could blame 
her? After the love that had once issued forth 
from her heart had met and been trampled in- 
to the treacherous mire of an overbearing abuse; 
after the embers of hope that she had so pat- 
iently fanned to a flame in her bosom, were 
drowned by her tears brought on by the care- 
less disregard of the pledges that had been made 
to her and to God; after she had been responsible 
for bringing an innocent little soul into the 
world who was destined to go through life know- 
ing neither a father's love nor a father's care: 
who could blame her ? No one ? 

With a spirit overflowing with pride and a 
heart full of compassion, he completed his let- 
ter. But, God! what a change! Where but a 
few minutes ago had been the blackest dun- 
geons of blackest gloom, were now the glorious 
rays of brightest hope. With a happy heart 
he told her all. Never had his pen glided over 
a letter as it did over that, and it was with a 
well satisfied air of well satisfied decision that 
he told her that she could disregard his letters 
or not, — that was for her to choose, — ^but that 
she would hear from him as usual, or as long as 
he knew her whereabouts; that he never, never 
would forget her, and that he would give her 
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good reason to remember him, even though it 
was when the silvery threads of age were crown- 
ing her head and the luster of youth had faded 
from her eye; for if she was bound to deny him 
the right to shower on her the love that she had 
awakened in his breast, she could not prevent 
him from pouring out that very love on her 
little child, — and to that eflEect his life's duties 
would lie along those very lines. 

Yes, what a change! His hungry heart beat 
now with a love even greater than ever before: 
the void had been filled. Through the over- 
hanging shadows of deepest despair God had 
made an opening for his love to flow; and through 
that same opening, as his love was flowing out 
from his heart, the heavenly beams of light were 
flowing in. There now was some one to care 
for, and he was happy. He felt satisfied in 
the uttermost depths of his soul that the seeds 
of love that had lain so dormant in his breast, 
had been awakened for a ptirpose and had never 
been intended to be wantonly wasted. His 
work now went merrily along, and causal glances 
from his fellow worlonen told him that they, 
too, had noted the change: now their work was 
pleasure, not toil; the sim was shining now, and 
shining for him; birds now were singing, and for 
him; and the world that such a short time ago 
had looked so cruel and heartless, was now a 
new and a brighter world to him. 

Ah, you poor, misguided mortals, — deny the 
existence of love if you will; stand in your own 
light and twist your arguments for the sake 
of gayety, so that they will conform to your 
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disregard of the commandments of God and the 
duties of man; call it happiness if you please, — 
but you know not what happiness means. While 
you are doing this a good thing to stamp in 
your memory in colors that will never fade, 
is that when you spit against Heaven, it will 
fall in your face. Frame up yotir theories and 
patch them over in the same manner as all weak 
arguments are patched, — with Scriptural pass- 
ages, — and you will find that they only go to 
strengthen the sense of the Scriptures, and weaken 
your own. The only case that you can cite is 
the one advising the clergy to refrain from wed- 
lock; but that only goes to prove that God con- 
sidered the importance of the home as second 
only to his own, and that a life could not be con- 
secrated to the works of the church and do 
justice to a home at one and the same time. 
Yes, we know that we are told that there will 
be neither marrying nor giving in marriage in 
Heaven, but did it ever dawn on you that there 
would be nothing but love in Heaven? And, 
as love there will be universal, the bonds of 
wedlock will not be needed, as one bridal veil 
will drape them all. We can not and will not 
deny that there have been thousands of mis- 
takes made, and thousands more are yet to come; 
but ninety-nine percent of those mistakes were 
made before the bans were announced, and in 
nearly every case it has occured where there 
has been courtship of deceit carried on, instead 
of one of love. In the balmy days of court- 
ship if you will exert anywhere near the amount 
of energy in exposing your bad traits and in 
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learning the good ones of your prospective mate, 
that you do in deceiving each other, — ^the di- 
vorce lawyers could paint new letters on their 
signs and change their occupations. While in 
each other's company if you will not be so ex- 
cessively particular in putting yotir best foot 
forth, but will push out the worst one when- 
ever chance permits, — you will then be able to 
see how exceedingly lame you are yourself, 
and can apply yotir own remedy in a way that 
will leave no after eflEects to mar the results. 
Gayety is only a temporal passion that flashes 
for a moment and dies in the pan, and leaves 
behind only its smoldering embers to block the 
way and blur the sunbeams of a happy life. 
If anyone thinks for a moment that there is any 
comparison between the erratic and unreliable 
spasms of gayety and a steadfast, durable and 
ever dependable happiness, — please forget it 
while the forgetting is good. 

A dear old lady, one who had been left a widow, 
and who had two small children left with her 
to accompany her grief and add to her burden, 
said to me one day, **When I think of the struggle 
that I have had to go through, and the hard- 
ships that I have had to endure, I would never 
advise anyone to marry; for, if you are single 
you are at liberty to go and come as you please; 
if you are bound in the bonds of wedlock, in 
the very years that you might be enjoying life 
to the best advantage you are tied, hand and 
foot, in the pursuance of your family duties; 
and, by the time that you have reared them to 
the stage where they can care for themselves, 
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they have drifted beyond your call, and all 
that you have left is a life to look back on." 
I said to her, "My dear little woman, will you 
permit me to ask you a few questions, some 
of which I will answer myself. You have had 
a hard struggle for the past sixteen years or so, 
and, as you say, have endured many hardships. 
You have a son who is now reaching the age of 
manhood, and he is such that you have good 
reason to be proud of him. You are also blessed 
with a beautiful and loving girl. I have noticed 
that there is a very strong attachment existing 
between you and your children. Now, will 
you kindly tell me the cause for that attachment?" 
In surprise she looked at me. "Why," she said, 
"what do you mean?" I said, "I mean to ask 
you why you are so attached to your children, 
and they to you?" "Why shouldn't we be at- 
tached to one another," she replied, "are they 
not my own children, and has not a mother got 
a mother's love? I love them because they 
are my own, and they love me because I am their 
mother." "Very well," I said, "then the whole 
aflfair can be stmimed up in one word: love." 
"Yes, to be sure," she answered. "Well," I said, 
"you have been working and striving nobly for six- 
teen years in order that you could support your- 
self and bring up your little family, and you have 
made a grand success of it. At the very lowest es- 
timate it has cost you two hundred dollars per year 
to do so. Now, in a very short time, these two 
children will be out of your care and out of 
your jurisdiction; they will break the ties of 
your little home, and will be starting homes 
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of their own. Now — ," I said, **I am going to 
make you an offer. It has cost you at lea^t 
three thousand dollars to rear your boy and girl 
up to where they now are, and I propose to 
double that amount and give it to you. In re- 
turn I will expect you . to turn that boy and 
girl over to me for legal adoption, you to renounce 
any and all kinship to them, to take the amotmt 
that you receive for them and go to parts unknown, 
keep your whereabouts unknown, and enjoy 
the rest of yotir days as best you can!** She 
looked at me in both surprise and anger. "Why," 
she broke forth, **I am both surprised and shocked 
at you. I thought that you were our friend. 
The very idea of yotir thinking that I would 
sell my children for a price. No! You never 
had money enough to buy one of their fingers!*' 
"Yes,** I said, "my dear little woman, and I 
could have told you that very answer before I 
asked the question. You told me that you 
did not believe that it was best to marry, for in 
the pursuance of your family cares and duties, 
you were robbed of some of the pleasures of life. 
Yet you have just told me that four years of 
an honest wedded life has put you in possession 
of somthing that is beyond the value of all the 
money that ever was coined, which goes plainly 
to show that the argument of a single blessed- 
ness is a bombshell, that lights its own fuse to 
blow itself up. Yotir love for them brings you 
in more pleasure than all the money that ever 
existed, and it is because of the fact that they 
are honestly yotir own. We have had hard 
work to believe as Mr. Darwin would have us: 



102 OTJT OF DARKNESS UNTO LIGHT 

that we are descendants of the dtimb beasts; 
but, let us deny the bonds of wedlock and it 
will be an easy matter for us to believe that 
we are going back in that direction, and very 
fast at that.'* 

She looked me squarely and honestly in the 
eyes, and said, "God bless your heart, but you 
are right. I never had it brought home to me 
in that light before. Here I have been complain- 
ing of my lot, and begrudging what I can now 
see were the very best years of my life, for a few 
empty and frivolous pleasures. For, what would 
life be to me now, if not for my giri and boy? 
Lord — ,** she said, **why has it been left till 
this hour for me to get my eyes opened?" **That, 
said I, "is just another of God's mysteries, or 
a cross road traced on the map of destiny." 
How I did wish that the whole worid had been 
with me while the sweet notes of song were break- 
ing forth from her happy heart. They would 
have said with me that there was the pure and 
unadulterated happiness that is known only to 
the ones that obey the commands of God. So 
for the love of Heaven, dear mothers, don't 
waste one minute of your precious time in lament- 
ing over the position that you were called to 
fill; for the very highest honors that could pos- 
sibly be bestowed on you through the channels 
of political, social or financial world are an empty, 
God-forsaken dream compared with mother- 
hood, than which no higher offic© exists. Any 
time that you get the mistaken ideas into yotir 
heads that you are going to uplift the stan- 
dards of the world or of your own sex by crowd- 
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ing yourselves into political or commercial cir- 
cles, you are standingi n the shadows of your own 
light. The time is coming, and coming fast, 
— and we welcome the day, — when every lady 
in the land can walk side by side with her hus- 
band, father or brother into our voting places, 
and cast her vote with an equal prestige to his. 
Just the very minute that your voice at the polls 
is on an equal basis with his, your influence 
is double that of his, for it is up to you, dear 
mothers, to furnish to the world the man that 
is to receive your vote. Instead of occupying 
any of your time in picturing to yourselves the 
brilliant and oratorical success that you, your- 
self, might make in the congressional or senatorial 
chambers, you can put the slipper back on yotir 
foot, brush up the hair, place a little school 
book under the arm and plant a kiss on the 
little cheek of a better law maker than you can 
ever hope to be. 

And now, dear reader, so freely and volun- 
tarily have we poured out to you those price- 
less gems of advice, that we are going to relieve 
our system of some equally valuable warnings. 
There is a creature circtdating among us, — ^luckily 
in not very large herds, but scattered over a large 
scope of territory, — ^that in former days was 
known as the "dude." The name has now be- 
come extinct, but the beast is with us yet: he 
is a cross between an artist's model and a soap 
bubble; washes his face in peroxide; parts his 
hair in the middle; and his chief aim and occu- 
pation is attending to the demand end of the 
drug store complexion market. He is a dainty 
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little object; cleanliness is way and far ahead 
of godliness with him; his finger nails are man- 
ictired twice a week, if his pocket book can stand 
the pressure; and he has even been known to 
say ,**Deah me!,'* when he happened to see a real 
man spit against the wind. We are at a loss, 
as yet, to loiow just what to do with the thing: 
it would hardly seem right to kill it, for it really 
does not take up much room, and it seldom, if 
ever gets in the way; for it would be our advice, 
if one should happen to be left at your house, 
to kindly, quietly and as mercifully as possible, 
annihilate it; and, to make matters doubly sure, 
slip some one four dollars to shoot the stork that 
brought it. 

After we have made ourselves sure that noth- 
ing of him exists but a few fossil remains, let us 
turn our attention and ambition towards rid- 
ding the earth of that other plague that has fallen 
so ruthlessly out of the sky upon us, — ^like the 
grasshoppers of Egypt. Yes, they fell out of 
the sky, alright, for they have fallen out of every 
place that they have ever been in; and they 
quite frequently fall out with themselves. When 
we are rid of them, then our old world will again 
be quite fit for habitation. 

We refer now to that illogical and oft met 
with freak of nature : the bachelor and the bach- 
elor girl. Up to the present writing the only 
remedy that has met with any degree of success, 
has been to turn over to the ladies of the land 
the task of extermination of the male species; 
while the men, — with the aid of narcotics, opiates, 
and the use of the firearms of the present day, 
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if they will learn to use the kind of strategy 
that was known in the days of Daniel Boone, 
Davy Crockett and Klit Carson, — might be 
able to make a noticeable impression on the mul- 
titudes of females that infest the peace and hap* 
piness of the universe. Please don't ask us the 
whyfore, whenfore, or wherefore; it wasn't us 
that did it. And we are quite sensitive as to 
any hints being thrown in our direction that might 
bear any trace of insinuation that we were to 
blame for it: we are not, and we don't intend 
to be held responsible for crimes of which we 
are not guilty. The only thing that we have 
any evidence of is that they are here, and not 
wanted. 

They are a strange creation and another of 
God's mysteries. They come in three well ad- 
vanced stages and a common variety, known as 
the domestic scourge. The latter variety doesn't 
have to come, for they are always with us and can 
be had at any time after office hours, by calling 
for them; or, we will glady express them to any 
address, all charges prepaid. The varieties that 
we intend to treat of are the ones known to be 
in the voluntary, compulsory and spasmodic 
stages of development. The first, or voluntary 
stage, is the worst and hardest to treat for the 
simple reason that there is no foundation on which 
to build; their chief aim and ambition in life, — 
if they can call it life, — is to be contrary to any 
and all degrees of human intelligence; and if 
one finds out that he or she has, through some 
blunder, agreed with anybody or anything, he 
or she has to be taken to the hospital for an 
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Operation with very slight chance of recovery 
staring them in the face; they are color blind 
to the beauties of nature, and have an ear that 
is adjusted to solitude only; the good, healthy, 
energetic squall of a baby will drive them to the 
woods and keep them there for a week, and the 
only thing that will induce them to return is 
the solemn pledge that their clothes will not 
be hung out on the line on wash day, before the 
vulgar gaze of the back yard Thomas and pussy 
cat, — ^but will be hung in the basement to dry, 
after the hired girl has gone to bed; and, if by 
chance, their daily walks in life should lead them 
through a bunch of healthy, happy but dirty 
faced urchins that may be at play in the streets, 
they will hold their nose with the fingers of one 
hand, while the other will hold the nose of the 
angora measle infector that happens to be nest- 
ling in their loving arms. 

Of the victims of the compulsory class we have- 
n't much to say, only — God help them! They 
are harmless, inasmuch as nothing will live near 
enough to them to be in any danger. Their 
only desire is to be alone, and everybody res- 
pects that desire; whether they realize the diff- 
erence *twixt day and night, we can't tell, — but 
they always appear to be in darkness; they 
see none of the beauties of life, for they don't 
live, — they simply exist; the rose would never 
smell sweet to them, no matter what you called 
it; music hath its charms, but not for them, — 
it is only a senseless racket; sometimes a dog 
will take up his abode with one but, he moves 
when the rent becomes due and is glad to have 
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that as an excuse. They live, through our 
respect for them; die; and though our respect 
for them are buried, and soon forgotten. The 
only excuse that we can oflEer for them is that 
they are intended as an object lesson for us to 
shtm, and let us hope that 

When they are called to cross the Great Divide, 
They will pitch their tents on brighter shores, 
Where cheer and happiness will abide. 
To fill their dismal stores. 

And last but not least, dear reader, is the 
spasmodic bachelor of both sexes. If every 
county in the United States was worth but 
three quarters of a cent each, there would not 
be one but that would be far, far too valuable 
to furnish standing room for the spasmodic 
bachelor. They are the ones that have worked 
havoc with the peace and the happiness of human 
race; erratic, spasmodic and unreliable at their 
best; their hearts change with their minds, their 
minds with the moon. It is their aim and their 
game to fill the hearts of their fellow creatures 
to overflowing with the material of which Heaven 
is made: love, and then, just as mercilessly, 
proceed to break them. 

The writer had known from childhood a fine 
looking, well educated specimen of humanity 
who was engaged to be married to five different 
persons, at one and the same time, and who en- 
joyed the pleasure of scoffing at their miseries. 
The result was that there were two post mortem 
examinations held on the same day, and what 
might have been two happy and useful lives were 
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snuffed out in the twinkling of an eye; their 
bodies each filled a murderer's grave: one, the 
slayer of the body, — the other, of the soul 
Which was the worse? 

Sometimes they do marry, but marriage to 
them is merely a matter of form, with the di- 
vorce court as their goal. A few years ago some 
of the states that had very lenient divorce laws 
had to repeal those laws to save the name of 
their commonwealth from becoming a disgrace 
to civilization. They flocked there from her, 
there and all over, and the divorce lawyers were 
as busy as cranberry merchants and did a thriv- 
ing business. Divorce colonies were established 
in the larger towns, and the old time-worn sal- 
utation **Good morning. Have you used Pear's 
soap," was swapped for **Have you been granted 
your divorce yet?" It was quite funny for a 
time, but soon the wire edge began to wear off 
the joke, and the people awakened to the fact 
that they were not only filling the pockets of 
some cheap divorce lawyers, but were also fill- 
ing their state with a questionable notoriety 
of which no one could be proud; so they nipped 
the blooming industry in the bud. As sure as 
a courtship of deceit is indulged in, the divorce 
courts will be a necessary evil, — and the only 
way to stop it is not to let it start. Marriage, 
in the first place, is far too solemn and sacred 
a matter to be trusted in the hands of a horse 
doctor or a tin-smith and should be performed 
only by the clergy. And then, if you both do 
as you told that preacher you would do, all will 
be well, and the dove of peace will roost right 
on your kitchen door. 
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There are times when a little difference of 
opinion is a good thing, for it not only gives 
you both an opportunity to exhibit your au- 
thority, but provides a beautiful chance for 
you to show the other one how gracefully you 
can fold your wings and submit. The old cus- 
tom of glaring at each other over the top of the 
breakfast table and then starting a bombard- 
ment with the dishes and cooking utensils for 
ammunition, has gone out of date. If you will 
adopt the method that is in vogue in the Fiji 
Islands, you will arise from your seat, advance, 
and plant a good, healthy kiss squarely on the 
lips of each other, and then stand aside and watch 
that same dove trying to choke himself to death 
in his endeavors to crow like a Plymouth Rock 
rooster; and you will find that long before he has 
expired, you will both have forgotten yotir 
troubles. 

How often have we heard it spoken, "Oh! 
If we only had this care off our minds, and could 
be care free like Mr. Jones or Miss Smith, how 
happy, happy we would be. Just think! They 
have not a chick nor a child to care for, and 
what a beautiful time they can have." Yes, 
dear reader, sometimes all right; but any time 
you notice those symptoms have begun to de- 
velop on you, just take a stroll out and hunt 
up Mr. Jones or Miss Smith, and make them an 
offer to change positions with you. And also 
notice how mighty quick you lose your job; 
for while it may be a fact that Mr. Jones and 
Miss Smith have no one to care for, it is likewise 
a fact that there is also no one to care for them. 
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and they would have your six youngest chil- 
dren in the bath tub before a motor policeman 
could get to your house to turn off the water. 

So now, dear reader, if you possess enough 
intelligence to take a hint without having to 
be shown a blue print of it, you will know just 
why it was that there was a hungry heart away 
out on the western plains that was starving 
with a hunger that could only be satisfied with 
one thing, and that was some one to love and 
care for. 

Two loving, though rough and rugged, arms 
were reached into unknown realms of space; 
two chubby little hands came forth to meet 
them and grasped the two frayed ends of a 
broken hope, again uniting them in the knot 
that ever binds. And there was light. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Two craving axms stretched out in a wide and 
hungry sweep, while those beams of blessed 
radiance that go to satisfy a starving heart, 
were garnered in. The veil now was lifted. 
Before his gaze spread the plans of his future, 
his finger now followed the tracings that lay 
before his minds* eye; how plain they were. 
For an instant they paused; then the tangled 
bewilderment of the past dissolved itself into 
one sentence: **Whatsover ye do unto the least 
of them my brethren, do ye also unto me." 
And now every new thought that entered his 
mind appeared to meet in happy coincidence 
with ones already there; a pleasant harmony 
of thoughts told him that he was on the right 
path. 

He completed his letter and mailed it to her, 
and turned his mind into different channels. 
What Helen had forbidden him to do for her, 
he would do for her child. He would love that 
child as he loved her, and that she could not 
prevent; for was not that child a part of her, 
and she was all to him. He well knew that in 
unity there was strength, but the strength would 
depend on the bands that bound the parts to- 
gether; that band would have to be a true and 
honest love. 

Yes, love: the spring that never faileth; the 
crowning grace of human character and life, 
whose flow brings to the surface every virtue, 
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sweetens every trial, soothes every sorrow, 
spreads light on every joy, conquers every en- 
emy, and tightly binds the bonds of a true friend- 
ship. It is the beacon light that shines on the 
pathway of the worid's true progress, and no 
matter how much evil may surround it, it never 
fails. If it exists at all, it exists in its purity, 
or it is not a true love; for a true love is one 
of the qualities of the human heart that can 
not be contaminated. 

It is the greatest of the hidden mysteries 
of nature. And though the tree is of more 
importance than the fruit, yet the fruit is the 
tree's achievement, and by which shall ye know 
them. The acts that shoot forth from a true 
love are the branches that bear the fruit, and 
as sure as kind will beget kind, so will love be- 
get love. For as love is the foundation of all 
happiness, it is no more than natural that the 
human heart spreads out its branches and bears 
the foliage and fruit that feed a hungry world. 

A good tree can not bear bad fruit; neither 
can a bad tree bear good fruit. In the forests 
of nature you will find there grows a represen- 
tative of every human soul: you will find the 
snarly elm; the useless cottonwood with its 
bright and gaudy appearance and its corrupt 
and rotten heart. But when you find two lov- 
ing old souls who together have blazed the path 
of life for future generations to follow, whose 
heads are crowned with the silvery snows of 
many winters, and yet with cheek touching cheek 
and their dear old hearts beating in a rapturous 
unison of love, — there you have hearts of oak. 
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And hearts of oak can not be defeated for they 
are the ones that surmount all obstacles and 
turn defeat into victory. And to those same 
hearts of oak does posterity owe its past, pre- 
sent and future; they are the ones that are far 
too busy reaping the present and planting the 
future, to lose any time lamenting over the past; 
they find a way, or make it. And in the forest 
of life as in the forest of nature, if it be that the 
most valuable are the ones that are hewn down 
first, that is not for us to question; but it is for 
us to see to it that the reflection that has been 
cast from our lives upon the twigs that stand 
beside us, helps their value to equal ours, if not 
surpass it. That you are called upon to weather 
many a tempest before you come into your 
own is only a test of the material that is in you; 
and it is up to you to rise or fall according to 
the value that you put upon yourselves. 

Let us trace history back for a ways and we 
will pick out a few hearts of oak. Oliver Gold- 
smith studied for the ministry, and failed; studied 
medicine, and failed; studied law, and failed; 
but while he was acting as usher in a school 
his mislaid plans were kicked out from the heap 
and led him to the very leadership of literature. 
Hugh Miller, one of Scotland's many noted 
writers, plodded along for years as a stone mason. 
What were Robbie Bums ? John Bunyan ? Mar- 
tin Luther? Dickens and Carlyle were far- 
mers and so was our own Horace Greeley, and 
a mighty poor one at that Benjamin Fran- 
lin was what we would call a **hobo*' printer. 
Our beloved Lincoln split rails down in Kentuc- 
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ky. James A. Garfield used to lead an old 
mule along a tow path in Ohio. Cyrus McCor- 
mick was a dreamer that hammered his dreams 
into realities; so did Glidden. The writer's 
own mother when a little giri sold butter and 
eggs to James J. Hill while he was clerking 
in a little country store in Ontario. When the 
writer himself was a babe Thomas A. Edison 
was selling papers on the trains that ran out 
of their home town. Go back as far as you 
will; you will find that David was a good sheep 
herder before he was a good king. 

Nor does that history apply only to men. 
Florence Nightingal was a poor peasant girl 
until Queen Victoria handed to her the plans 
that brought her before the world. Jennie 
Lind hummed her first tunes while mending nets 
in the land of the midnight sun. But, dear 
reader, the love that poured out from their 
breasts came from hearts of oak. 

And dear, reader, the specifications that were 
printed on the plans of that childess man read 
and were reprinted on his heart of oak that his 
hand as well as his heart should go forth and 
grasp the hand of that fatherless twig, and lead 
him around the pitfalls that underlie the path 
of youth until he reached a height where his eyes 
could look out over his own future. And those 
are the plans that he adopted. He was bound 
by no ties of kindred; he had no hopes of re- 
ward, only that inasmuch as the child belonged 
to the one he loved, his acts in themselves would 
keep pure his love for her, and even after the 
heyday of life was past and gone he could say 
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to himself that he had shown her something 
that she had never known before: a true and 
honest love. And she could only answer **Yea." 
And perchance when time and tide had reaped 
their toll, and the grim harvester of souls was 
searching out a tree in the forest of life in which 
tosi nk his slade, one in all the power and glory 
of manhood would meet him at the threshold, 
and say, 

"Woodman, spare that tree, 
Touch not a single bough. 
In youth it sheltered me, 
And I'll protect it now." 

And with only the call from his hungry heart 
he prepared to get in touch with that child. 
But, how was it to be done? He well knew that 
it would be useless to ask the aid of Helen, for 
her love for the child was guarded with such a 
jealous and selfish care, that she might endeavor 
to thwart all his plans. So he decided for the 
time at least to keep her in ignorance of his 
policies. 

He knew nearly where her parents lived, and 
he also knew that there the child could be found, 
so he decided to write a letter and address it 
to him. But, the name — ? Yes, Helen had 
been legally separated from the source of all 
her sorrows and she had been given the cus- 
tody of her child, and as she had been given 
back her maiden name there was no question 
but that the child would assume that name 
as well. And as they were Germans and as 
Fred is a favorite name with Germans, his name 
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was as likely to be Fred as any other. He de- 
cided to take the chance. So a kind and pleas- 
ing letter was composed, read, reread, and read 
again, and then started on its journey. 

What mattered if it was sent to a name of 
which he was not certain; what mattered if it 
was addressed to the wrong town; the same 
hand that was guiding him would guide it. 
And to repay him for his faith in that, the an- 
swer arrived in a few days. It not only bore 
the acknowledgement of its receipt but of its 
welcome as well, and enclosed was the picture 
of a little child, the twinkle of mischief spark- 
ling in his eye and the glow of health stamped 
on his cheek. Who would blame her for loving 
such a child, and who could blame him for try- 
ing to get possession of a share of it too, if it 
could be done in an honest way; for his mind 
was made up to gain the love of that child in 
an honest way, or not at all. So in a letter 
he told her all. In a short time it was plainly 
evident that he had not only gained the child's 
love, but the love of the entire family as well, 
with the one exception of Helen herself; her 
father and mother wrote kind and pleasing 
letters; a younger sister broke in on the scene 
with a kind and cheerful correspondence that 
filled his heart with pride and joy; and when 
little scrawly messages found their way into his 
mail from the little lad himself, his heart was 
overflowing. 

John had grown up on those western plains 
at a time when those plains were very sparsely 
settled, and often he had been left alone with 
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Nature; and when we say with nature, we mean 
with God; for nature is the handiwork of God. 
He had learned the hand writing of nature and 
loved to read it; he knew why the meadow 
lark and the robin followed the gentle breezes 
of spring in pairs,— their hearts had been united; 
he knew the language of the turtle dove, as 
well as the wild goose and the swan; as a student 
of nature the silent language of the lily and the 
rose were both whispered in his ear; he knew 
that love throbbed in the heart of nature as well 
as in the divine; he knew that at one time the 
world had loved with a true and honest love. 
Rome had loved; Rome had dissipated; Rome 
had fallen. He knew that dissipation was the 
arch enemy of love; he knew that in many hu- 
man hearts passion had been mistaken for love; 
he knew that passion is the forerunner of dis- 
sipation, and dissipation the forerunner of dis- 
aster; and he also knew that when nature loved 
it was with a true love, for nature never failed; 
he knew that when the feathered creatures 
of the air had their pinions torn to the ragged 
edge, as they were dashed helplessly to the 
ground, their first call was for their mate, and 
even though fate had used the mate as harshly, 
in each other they would find consolation. And 
consolation is the balm for any wound. He knew 
that at times the tempest of life was very severe, 
and when he perchance was dashed to the earth, 
who would hear his cry? Who would pour that 
balm on his bleeding wounds? No one. And, 
why? Fate had told him, "Inasmuch that as 
yet ye have denied the God given love that 
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was made for your heart, ye will now be made 
to feel the bitter pangs of hatred and scorn; 
and when we have finished and the clouds are 
pushed aside, then shall ye know!" Now had 
the hand of fate completed its task; the clouds 
had been pushed aside; and now did he know; 
though their eyes and lips had never met, a 
stronger link of love had never been welded than 
now existed between the fatherless child and 
the childless man. And while each are happy 
in each others' love, the cravings of two hearts 
are sated. But what is love without hope: 
hope without faith; faith without charity? Only 
an empty dream-nothing. And he asked a 
kind Providence to let him share the care of that 
child, as well as its love; and that same kind Prov- 
idence readily assented. Helen wrote to him 
and thanked him for his kindness to her child, 
and his answer was that she need not, for from 
that time on the child's care was a part of his 
duty, and though her thanks were appreciated, 
they were not necessary, — and in fact, if there 
were any thanks to be exchanged they were 
due from him and not from her. Though a 
part of the seeds of his love had fallen on stony 
ground, some had fallen in fertile fields, and it 
now depended on his faith to see that they mul- 
tiplied and brought forth the fruit that God 
intended. And so he was very thankful that he 
was the one that had been permitted to go forth 
as the sower. 

Yes, dear reader, fertile ground, — and when we 
say that we say it in the ftdl sense of its meaning. 
For though we do not choose to ignore the warn- 
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ings that are spread before our gaze in the very 
last verses of the Book of God, we are more 
than willing to believe that there was a mis- 
take made in the translation, a blunder made 
in the revision, or a misprint in the composition, 
when we are told that the sins of the father 
are visited upon the child. For does not the 
same book tell us, *'0f such are the kingdom 
of Heaven/' Are we not told in Genesis that 
they are the gift of God? Does not Matthew 
tell us in the thirteenth chapter that Jesus put 
his hands on them and blessed them? And when 
Jeremiah steps right out boldy, regardless of 
all the warnings, and says, ''They shall say no 
more that the fathers have eaten a sour grape 
and the childrens' teeth are set on edge,** it 
makes it appear to us that there is some mis- 
understanding somewhere. It would be hard 
for us to conceive that the same God' that is 
worshipped the world over as a just God, would 
hold an innocent child accountable for its father's 
transgressions. Some have applied the mean- 
ing to a physical condition only; but it is now 
a well known fact that children that have been 
bom of parents that even at the time of birth 
were suffering from the supposed hereditary dis- 
eases and ones that were counted as incurable, 
have been separated from their parents at a 
very early stage in life and been brought up in 
healthful surroundings, and showed no signs 
whatever of anything but perfect health. It 
is an easy matter to say that a child that is bom 
of a consumptive parent has inherited that 
malady, after it has been nursed, fondled and 
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allowed to sleep with the consumptive parent; 
but it would be hard to prove that it did not 
come into possession of its affliction because of 
its surroundings. If a few less harbor and river 
appropriations were made, a few less public 
libraries were donated and, a few more sanitariiuns 
were erected at the expense of the public to- 
gether with the private donations of our be- 
jewelled plutocrats, the decrease in the annual 
death rate would be the best monument they 
could buy; for the children bom under such 
conditions, only to fill an early grave, would 
be living memorials of money well expended. 
So if there was a big heart open in happy 
charity and a little hand open in an equally 
hearty gratitude, it only went to complete a 
circuit for the betterment of them both. In 
but a short time, though separated by miles 
they looked on each other as their very own, 
and time only cemented their heartc the firmer. 
When letters were received out on those west- 
em plains, headed with *'My dear Uncle John," 
a thrill of pride shot through his soul that made 
the whole world look somewhat brighter, and 
life was worth the living. It was with a sense 
of pride that he now felt that he could at least 
make one heart happy, for if that child was to 
be denied a fathers' love and care by the relent- 
less hand of fate, he meant to try and help a 
kind Providence supply what the little boy had 
been robbed of, and he bent his energies along 
that line. If the love of that child was to fill 
the yawning gap that lay deep in his heart, 
it was worth striving for; for to him anything 
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that was worth possessing, was worth working 
for, and the greater the value the more energy 
could be expended. Anything worth while, he 
had been taught, was worth an honest appli- 
cation of perseverance, labor and toil; and noth- 
ing great or good could be accomplished with- 
out it. While an inactive existence meant the 
symbol of death, if not death itlself, a little 
energy applied at the right time was the pro- 
pelling force that moved one to higher prin- 
ciples. Nothing, to him, was to be gained by 
sitting around and adding to the ill fortunes 
of others, by compelling them to listen to his; 
search out the right plan, get busy, and the world 
will soon be on your side, was his theory. For 
it is just as true in one case, as another, that 
"smile and the world smiles with you, weep and 
you weep alone;'* and, after you have completed 
your weeping, if you will take the trouble to 
mop away enough tears so that you can see, 
you will notice that your tears have failed to 
wash off a single smile from the mugs of a grinn- 
ing world. 

Did you ever hear the story of the moun- 
tain of miseries? Well, since we have you where 
you can't get away, we will make you listen to 
it. Somebody, sometime, either ate too many 
hard boiled eggs, or drank too much lemon ex- 
tract, and went to sleep and had a Pilgrim Pro- 
gress dream. They thought, as they were wend- 
ing their way through a beautiful valley, that 
in the distance they cotdd see a mountain rise 
up from the level; and it appeared to be of such 
an odd shape, and of so many colors, that they 
decided to stroll over in that direction where 
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they could get a better view of it. They had 
not gone very far, however, before they noticed 
that it was surrounded by a multitude of people. 
When they arrived they saw that mountain was 
made up of the greatest assortment of articles 
that can be seen in every life. They also no- 
tived that the whole affair seemed to be in charge 
of a young lady who was dressed in garments 
composed of all the colors of the rainbow, so 
they quietly approached her and politely asked 
her who she was, and what was going on. She 
informed them that her name was Fancy, and 
that this was the time and place where people 
who were not satisfied with the troubles and 
infirmities that fate had so kindly bestowed 
upon them, could exchange them for those of 
someone else. For, she said, ** Everybody thinks 
that their own troubles are always a whole lot 
worse than those of their neighbors, so we have 
set this day apart as a grand market day where 
everybody can swap to their heart's content." 
So they stood aside and watched the perfor- 
mance. People of all colors and creeds came, 
and kept coming, each bringing all of their 
calamities with them and when they reached 
the moutnain they unloaded them on the pile 
and then stood aside and watched the moun- 
tain grow. One fat and lazy looking fellow 
brought a parcel neatly tied and hidden be- 
neath an old but proud looking cloak, and care- 
fuly retaining the cloak, threw the parcel in 
the heap along with the others. Another fellow 
came puffing along with a big bundle and dumped 
it in the pile. The little parcel contained pov- 
erty; the large one held the fellow's wife. Next 



/ 



OUT OF DARKNESS INTO LIGHT 123 

came a large swarm of lovers, loaded with all 
their troubles, and stacked them up; some older 
ones threw away their grey hair and wrinkled 
faces; all the diseases that could be imagined 
were brought along with hunch backs, twisted 
limbs, muddy complextions and rusty teeth, and 
were laid down on the pile. And when they 
were all through, they were all ordered to get 
busy and pick out the ones that the other fellow 
had brought, and go their way. No one in all 
that vast multitude had brought their vices or 
bad habits with them; they had all been forgotten 
and left at home. As they began to load up, 
Miss Fancy told them that if they found on the 
morrow that they were not satisfied with their 
deal, that they could return whatever they had 
chosen and swap back for their own. And 
what do you suppose happened? Every last 
one of them was there before breakfast the 
next morning, hunting for the very thing that 
they had been glad to throw away. 
, So, whenever you have decided that your 
misfortunes are more than those of others, hunt 
them up and swap with them; they will pro- 
bably be just as anxious to trade as you, and 
by doing so it will do you both good. For then, 
no doubt, you both will discover that it is better 
for each one to bear their own, as each one is 
fitted into their own destiny and far better 
and abler to carry their own burdens than the 
burdens of others. Even though your load 
may be heavy and time does not appear to di- 
minish its weight, you will find that a contented 
heart is the very best tonic to give to you the 
strength that is required to bear it. 
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Don't try to shift the responsibilities; for it 
is useless, and it will only return to you with 
increased weight. Don't covet the wealth of 
the rich; nine rich men out of every ten will 
quickly tell you that the happiest days of their 
lives were before they acquired riches. Don't 
try to appear what you are not; remember that 
it is far easier to be just what you are and have 
everybody know it, than to pose as something 
you are not and have everybody find it out. 
The leopard can't change its spots; neither 
can the spots change the leopard; and if through 
some accident he could get those spots all singed 
oflF, he would still be a leopard, and life would 
be worth just as much to him as to any other 
leopard. That is just as true of the human leo- 
pards as those of of the jungles. Pretence 
never bought anything for anybody; you may 
fool others for a while, but you can't fool your- 
selves, nor can you fool the God in whose image 
you were made; and, as long as we wish to re- 
tain his likeness, we should come as near retain- 
ing his character as we can. We have defects 
that we know, but those defects are ones that 
have crept in through our own dissatisfaction. 
If we would but remember that the fuel on which 
the fires of a perfect health are fed, grow in nat- 
ure's own gardens, and that there is garden enough 
for us all; and any time that we discard the fuel 
to substitute some man made concoction, we 
are only adding to the intensity of the flame 
for the moment, and burning out the grates 
that underlie the whole affair. 

The beauty that is in your cheeks is only a 
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mixture of God's own sunshine and pure, fresh 
air; there is nothing on the shelves of any drug 
store that will take their place. . The love that 
should beat in your breasts is not the kind that 
can be bought with either wealth or drug store 
complexions, but the kind that was moulded 
into the hearts of Adam and Eve long before a 
national bank or a drug store were ever thought 
of. Keep those three essential parts of you 
as pure and as clear as your Maker intended 
that you should, and you will find that they will 
be bound together with a happiness that will 
know no breaking. Maybe as yet you have 
not found the plans that were intended for you, 
but that does not say anything. You were 
put here on this old earth as one of the most 
helpless of God's creations, and your future was 
put here with you. Many of the most noted 
men and women of the world didn't find their 
plans till after they reached the age of fifty; 
but they had the back bone, if you please, to 
keep right on searching until they did find them. 
Love and labor go hand in hand, and the same 
rule that applies to one, apples to the other. 
An idle heart is no better than an idle hand; 
they are both breeders of mischief. It is just 
as essential to the world and to yourself that 
you find an occupation for your heart, as for 
your hand; and in one case, as in the other, it 
may be so vastly different than the one you 
had pictured in your mind, that you will be will- 
ing to excuse yourself for not finding it before. 
But, dear reader, the results are the same. 



CHAPTER XIV 

"Blessings on thee, little man, 
Barefoot boy with cheeks of tan/' 

Yes, blessings on thee, little man, — that part 
is all right; but you would have to dig through 
a good, comfortable supply of shoe leather and 
wool stockings, before you would get to his 
plump little bare feet; and as to the cheeks of 
tan, the most noticable thing about them was 
that they were not there. 

That little man was clothed in knit cap,mack- 
inaw coat, wool-lined mittens, buttoned leggings, 
and had as clear a complexion as fresh air, a 
happy heart and good health could provide. 
Leading a little sled to the top of many snow 
drifts that a hard Minnesota winter had piled 
up for his benefit, and riding it to the bottom 
of them, was his chief occupation by day; talk- 
ing and dreaming of his Uncle John was his 
occupation by night; and the only straw that 
lay across his path, was in preventing the two 
occupations from getting mixed. His conscience 
was as clear as his complexion and both were 
as clear as the lilies of May. His dreams by 
night would oft carry him and his Uncle John 
skimming over the snow clad surface, way out 
into the unknown realms of space, and as his 
little sled would come bumping up to a stand- 
still in the heart of fairyland, his blue-gray eyes 
would open wide, and there he was, right back 
in bed again. His dreams by day would take 
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possession of his little thoughts, and tear the 
little snow man from his play, and he would 
go pouncing into the house to ask his only known 
mamma a few dozen questions about his Uncle 
John. 

Ah, ye Solomons of wisdom, ye may hold 
multitudes spellbound by your eloquence; ye 
may move thousands to both mirth and tears 
with your wit; ye may sway nation after nation 
with your will power and control; ye may move 
them to both peace and war to suit your fancy's 
whim; but can ye answer the questions of a 
little child? Say yes, and the world is yours; 
but if you are not so sure and have any desire 
to test your own abilities, pick out a happy, 
healthy child, and start in on the job. Be- 
fore you have gotten very far, we will venture 
to say that your mind will be fully satisfied 
that you lack the qualifications to become an 
apprentice janitor in a deaf mute asylum. 

"Yes, Uncle John is a man; he lives way out 
west. No, only Helen has seen him. Oh, a 
little bird told him your name was Freddie. 
Yes, he will write to you again, if you are a 
good boy. No, I don't know when he is com- 
ing. Yes, well, maybe — Oh, good gracious, child, 
take your sled and slide down hill for a while 
longer." And then the little cap would be 
pulled down over his ears, the little mittens 
would be pulled on his chubby little hands, 
and all thoughts of Uncle John would, for a 
time lie buried deep under the drifts of Minnesota 
snow. And while that dear little heart was 
beating with the rapturous joy that only a child 
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can pluck from Nature's bountiful hand, the 
thoughts of that dear old mother were as deeply 
tangled in that same mystery as the little child's 
very own. 

But out of the mouths of little babes shall mature wisdom flow. 
And many questions from their Ups, are answers in themselves; 
There are no heights too high for love where angels come and 

go. 
In visits to their fairyland, to mingle with the elves. 

He loved his John, and John loved him, for angles told him so. 
While stretched on lumber's peaceful breast that child oi 

tender years; 
And out through the mist of blackest night went tokens to 

and fro. 
To furnish food for hungry hearts and chimes for hungry ears. 

And the food for his happy dreams came 
when the long rumbling trains brought letters 
from Uncle John. And when his little coat 
and cap would be laid aside and he, with his 
pearly cheeks resting in his little hands and 
his elbows propped on that dear old manmia's 
knee, would drink in the words of cheer as mamma 
gathered them from the pages. When at last 
one arrived that told him that at no distant 
time Uncle John would come to see him and 
to kiss him on his little mouth, it built another 
future before that wondering little mind and 
added another supply of questions to his al- 
ready overstocked store; and for a time, at least, 
the coasting places would be forgotten, while 
his little heart in childish scrawl, would spread 
itself on paper to be returned to Unde John. 

A strange companionship : childless man, father- 
less child; though separated by hundreds of 
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miles, yet linked in a love that knew no distance. 
And when those little messages of love found 
their way to the hand of John, they added a 
joy to that lonely heart that words could never 
tell. And in the qtiiet of his room they met 
his lips in that aflFectionate vent that God has 
provided for every human heart. For those 
same little messages gave vent to the overflow 
of love from that blessed little writer, and al- 
though their eyes and lips had never met, a tie 
bound them together as closely as the ties 
of kinship. John's star of Bethlehem over- 
hung a spot in Minnesota that awaited only 
the call to be his guide; and the same hungry 
love that guided the ones in that lovely story 
that has been told for a thousand years, was 
the one that would guide him. The leading 
hand of that little child began to be made mani- 
fest. In a letter from Helen's sister he was 
told that she could not call him a friend, for 
the happiness that he had brought to them all 
as well as to the little boy, gave them a right 
to consider him nearer and dearer than a friend; 
and that she would assume the right to address 
him as "Dear John," regardless of propriety. 
His answer informed her that inasmuch as she 
was Helen's sister, she was entitled to a part 
of his love, and on those same grounds he would 
claim a share of hers. A very pleasant corres- 
pondence passed to and fro between them, and 
Helen's parents welcomed him in the same way. 
It had united hearts and hands that had never 
met; and in a loving friendship there is some- 
thing akin to godliness. John well knew that 
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SO long as he could keep that little heart happy, 
he, too, would carry a happy heart; and to that 
end he made up his mind to supply to that child 
what fate had so cruelly deprived him of; a 
father's love and care. 

And it appeared that there were other minds 
as well as his. He had told his little man in 
one of his letters, that he had no little boys, 
and that one of his little duties was going to 
be to supply Uncle John with at least a little 
boy's love. His little efforts were meeting with 
a wonderful success; for it was plain to be seen 
that the very thing that his mother was so re- 
luctant to share, was that which he was ever 
ready to share with Uncle John; and no one about 
him was deprived of that fact, for his busy little 
tongue and thoughts kept them all aware of it. 

Health in his plump little body; happiness 
in his innocent heart; and Helen stamped on 
his pleasing features. These composed a mental 
picture for John besides the one that rested 
on an easel on his desk. And now that pic- 
ture began to spread into the future; school 
days began to occupy a part of his thoughts, 
and school days at this present day and age, 
mean the future. Though the little lad was 
not as yet of school age, there was a picture 
in John's heart that reached way beyond, and 
every day brought forth new subjects to be 
added to the scene. No artist had ever been 
put in a more peculiar situation than he had 
taken upon himself. He now felt that he was 
in need of a helping hand. His home was hun- 
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dreds of miles distant, and that he would be 
unable to know the exact situation at all times, 
was now plainly manifest. To ask and secure 
the aid of one outside of the family he felt would 
be encroaching on personal and private mat- 
ters, and nothing could be accomplished without 
disturbing the tranquillity of home and family 
affairs, besides touching the womanly pride of 
Helen. He could think of no better one to ask 
than Bertha, Helen's sister, for she had already 
told him in her letters of the thankfulness that 
was in all of their hearts in response to the kindly 
acts that had already come from his hand, and 
that those acts had incited a feeling of gratitude 
that was even nearer than friendship. So to 
her he made the appeal; he asked her if she 
would keep him informed as to the little boy's 
present needs and future requirements, for he 
wanted not only to provide for the present 
happiness of the child, but for his future as well. 
A kind, happy and reliable concordance was 
established, and everything moved along nicely. 
Up to that time he had been guided solely 
by an unseen hand that had pointed out the way 
with a precision that could come from the Di- 
vine Hand only. The very first letter that had 
been sent to that little soul was not only ad- 
dressed to a name of which there was no cer- 
tainty, but it was sent to the wrong town, as 
well; but it mattered not, for it reached its des- 
tination with the same precision as though 
everything had been correct. Little articles 
that had been provided, ones that are ever 
dear to childhood, had fitted into the exact 



132 OUT OF DARKNESS INTO UGHT 

spot. And now, with Bertha's kindly help, 
he planned that more could be done and the 
rightful results assured; and under those condi- 
tions things moved along in a very pleasant, 
manner. Time went fleeting by; the severe win- 
ter months were wearing away, and spring, 
once more, was coming. Little articles adapted 
to the season were forth coming, but it mattered 
not where they came from, for it had now reached 
a point where Uncle John got the credit for 
them anyway; and all the blessings that came 
to the hand of that little lad were marked up 
to Uncle John, and no amount of argument 
could change his little mind. 

His home was with his grandparents; but 
as far as his little knowledge went they were 
his mamma and his papa, for he was being reared 
in that belief, and as no other information had 
as yet reached his ears, he thought that Helen 
was his sister. Though there was something 
that continued to draw and hold his innocent 
heart towards her, his little thoughts as yet 
were unable to conceive the true situation. 
Pleasant and healthful surroundings were his, 
for their home was a small truck farm in a beau- 
tiful part of that grand old state of Minnesota, 
the gateway of the west, through which the 
builders of that great Northwest were reluc- 
tant to pass; but it could not hold them all. 

One morning, on awakening, the robin and 
lark told them all that spring was here, and 
gardening was the chief topic of that family 
circle and preparations were made to help na- 
ture provide for the world and the store houses 
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of man. Just about the time that operations 
were to begin, along came an odd looking pac- 
kage addressed to Freddie. It was carried 
home from the depot, and as it was laid on a 
table, "Now, what next," came from the lips 
of that faithful old mother. It only required 
a few seconds to cut the bands that held it to- 
gether, and out rolled a complete set of little 
garden tools that conformed in size and weight 
to the size, weight and strength of their little 
owner. Both eyes and mouth were open wide 
as those shining little implements timibled at 
their feet, and a very unusual thing happened, 
— ^for a whole minute that boy was speechless. 
But as soon as his little heart had gotten out 
of his vocal organs, "Uncle John," were the 
first words spoken. And, dear reader, the ter- 
ritory that he and those little dream fairies 
turned over with those little tools that night, 
would have put to shame the bonanza farms of 
North Dakota, and would have made them feel 
something about the size of a bar of laundry 
soap on Monday night. But the next morn- 
ing operations began in earnest, and even be- 
fore breakfast papa was beginning to draw plans 
for a much needed extension on his little farm. 
The little wagon was hauled out, and loaded 
with the necessary tools and implements; little 
hands, feet and tongue were brought into action; 
and soon the seed beds for many boiled din- 
ners were making their appearance. Had any 
one happened that way that was in any way 
curious to learn why the Germans are such an 
industrious people, they could have gained the 
required information right there : it's bom in 'em. 
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It is with just pride that this country can 
look over itself and show you the hand marks 
of thrift, wherever it can show you a German. 
It is an easy matter for anyone to point out to 
you a German settlement without seeing a single 
soul, for the siuroundings themselves will tdl. 
First, take the eastern states, which at the start 
were all heavily timbered. The lumber barons 
were the first on the scene, and everything 
that looked like dollars and cents to them, soon 
fell before their axe; then came the settler, 
and wherever the Germans banded together 
in a settlement, it is plainly visable to this day. 
Log houses and bams were soon thrown up and 
the work of clearing off began in earnest; the 
logs and the sttmaps were the part of the father; 
the sons and daughters got the limbs; the babies 
got the chips; and when a job was completed 
it needed no inspection. As time rolled by 
and the old log buildings had outlived their 
usefullness, first up went the big red bam; then 
after everything that was dependent on them 
was made comfortable, then came the residence. 
And in ninety-nine cases out of every hundred, 
it was paid for before it was built. 

It was the same in the development of the great 
Northwest, with the exception that it was sod 
that they had for building material instead 
of timber, and to this day you can find thrifty, 
well-to-do families yet living in the old sod 
shanties on the claim, while their live stock 
is dwelling midst the comforts of modem times. 
But the house will come; and when it does come, 
it will be their own, through their own efforts 
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and thrift, and they can retire at night wrapped 
in peaceful slumber instead of a blanket mort- 
gage. 

And today there is no one but can say that 
the upbuilding of the Northwest, as well as the 
entire country, is due as much to the Teutonic 
blood that is coursing through the veins of her 
people, as to any other cause. They have helped 
us tickle Mother Earth till now Mother Earth 
is beaming on us with the smile that doesn't come 
off; the tangled forests of the past have made 
way for the garden spots of the world; the use- 
less and rolling praries are now the bread bas- 
ket of the world; and the end we hope is not 
yet, for if we can but retain some of the qualities 
that came here with our forefathers, we can 
well afford to print in the largest golden letters 
as our motto: 

There are no barriers to the human aim, 
No heights too steep to dimb; 
For when ambition sets forth her claim 
To mount the pinnacle of glorious fame. 
Soon tracks the sands of time. 

Yes, dear reader, its bom in 'em; but just 
how long we are going to keep it bom in 'em, 
under the crazy intoxication into which America 
has fallen, is a problem that is going to be very 
hard to answer. As to America being drunk, 
that is a fact known even to Americans them- 
selves, and it is a well known fact that a drinker 
always enjoys himself while he is drunk. But 
the day after is what hurts, and it appears that 
the way we have decided on to avoid the day 
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after, is by remaining drunk. But that dreaded 
day is bound to come, and we do not think we 
will miss the mark over a mile if we say that 
there is going to some weeping, wailing and 
gnashing of teeth when that day arrives: this 
is no calamity howl of a busted politician or 
of a budding reformer, but a plain fact that is 
easily visible to the naked eye, if we will but 
sober up long enought to look at things as they 
really are. And while we now have you where 
your can't very well help yourselves, we are 
going to lead you back over the same trail that 
your parents and grandparents have nobly 
travelled. Some of you won't like it and will 
say that you do not believe in going backward, 
which is a very good idea and a good policy 
to stick to; but did you ever stop long enough 
in one place to realize that we are going ahead 
so blamed fast that we have now overtaken 
ourselves and are now racing neck and neck with 
ourselves in our mad endeavor to see just how 
crazy we can get before we find it out; and when 
we do make the discovery there is going to be 
a wonderful run on the phosphate market There 
are but few of us removed more than two or 
three generations from the ones that left their 
birth place and birthright across the sea, the 
writer being among those few as now the sixth 
generation of American birth supports his name. 
We claim to know just why our forefathers 
and mothers left the land of their birth to cast 
their lots and lives in the trackless wilds of 
a new world: it was because they possessed 
the love of God, home, freedom and their fel- 
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lowmen in their breasts, and they came here 
with the special purpose in view of finding room 
to develop all of these characteristics. Young 
couples then stepped out into the unknown wilds 
with practically nothing but a goodly supply 
of health in their frames, love in their hearts, 
and honesty in their intentions and purpose, 
and let down the bars to the grandest nation 
on earth. They brought those principles with 
them, together with their plans, and they lived 
up to them implicitly. History tells us that 
they encountered many hardships, but they 
lived them down; they possessed a happy fac- 
ulty of living all obstacles down. Have We? 
NO: we live them up. The high cost of liv- 
ing didn't trouble them any, neither did the 
cost of high living, for they ate what they could 
afford and could afford what they ate, and 
were happy. They found pleasure in what 
nature had spread before them; they found con- 
tentment in their homes, and love in their fam- 
ilies; they worshipped but one God, and that 
God didn't need a diadem of "E pluribus Unum" 
over his head to make Him their comforter; 
and the inscription "In God we trust" had a 
meaning other than that of the joke that it 
now carries with it, for then they could trust 
their fellowman and the golden rule was car- 
ried in the hearts of all and manifested in their 
every transaction. You will yet find these 
very principles deeply rooted in the hearts of 
grandpa and grandma, but the later gener- 
ations have let many of them slip from their 
grasp, and the spirit of the new world (which 
is always pictured in the form of an American 
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eagle), has his talons deeply sunk into the ideals 
of the present generation and is soaring high 
above the clouds with us and our principles. 
Whether he intends to return us back to our 
foothold in a safe and sane condition or to keep 
on soaring, God only knows; but let us hope 
that he will. The writer's own grandfather 
carried the wheat that made the bread for a 
large family over a six mile trail through the 
primitive forests, and carried the flour back to 
them on his back, and was thankful for the fact 
that he had the wheat to carry and the strength 
to carry it. Whether it hurt him any, we do not 
know; but we do know that when he retired 
from this old footstool it was at the ripe old 
age of ninety-two, and that dear old partner 
of his that had stuck to him through both sun- 
shine and showers, saw the snows of a hundred 
and one winters before she went to meet him in 
that other world. 

Did they enjoy life as we do now? Yes: 
and you can multiply that by one thousand, 
for they lived unto the day thereof and let the 
morrow provide for itself: and it always did. 
They had time to enjoy life for they took the 
time, and when they retired for the night it 
was with a clear conscience and a happy know- 
ledge of the fact that their acts of the day had 
harmed no one and therefore they expected no 
one to harm them. Their resources were in 
their own hands and not in the store windows. 
A fleece of wool meant clothing to them, and 
the writer yet has articles of Unen that were 
in their possession even to the time that they 
were tiny flax seeds. 
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But where is the sweet little girl in the print 
dress and the starched sunbonnet today? Gone? 
No: the sweet little giri is with us yet, but the 
print dress and the starched sunbonnet are gone. 
The little girl Has just been out riding with the 
drayman in the new automobile for which he 
mortgaged his home; it is a good auto for the 
salesman told him so, and it can run almost 
as fast as the interest on his notes. And then 
he loved that little girl, or at least he thought 
he did when he had time to love anybody, and 
he thought that he could make both his time 
and his love cover more territory if he had an 
auto. His boss, thought that, too; so he gave 
him his time, for his boss was a man that had 
ideas of his own. The little girl also noticed 
it and she thought that maybe she loved the 
drayman, but wasn't quite sure, but as long 
as he had loved her enough to buy a new 
auto she thought that it was her duty to 
appear at her best so she invested her savings 
in a new hat. Oh, everything was beautiful 
for a while! But the thoughts of that pay day 
that wasn't coming would somehow get mixed 
up with the pleasure of those trips, and the cost 
of gasoline and rubber tires would get tangled 
in the steering gear, and their happiness began 
to take on a little darker shade. It wan't 
long, however, before his "day after" arrived, 
and a very dismal one too, and when he awoke 
the next morning he discovered several things 
and among them was that in gaining his auto 
he had lost his home; in losing his home he had 
lost his little girl and his happiness; and then 
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he was sober. And, dear reader, if that honest 
and loving hearted drayman had only taken 
the time to study his plans correctly the speci- 
fications would have plainly shown him that 
the automobile was the very last nail to be driven; 
but he had made the mistake of driving the 
last nail first. 

As we have told you before the plans of life 
can never be changed but by the Great Archi- 
tect himself, without causing more or less dis- 
turbance; and the sooner we can get that rubbed 
into our scalps the sooner we will be able to 
appreciate what we already possess. The very 
minute we begin to live a hundred dollar life 
on a fifty dollar income, we are going to realize 
that we are robbing ourselves of our own happiness 
to feed the rich. 

You will often hear the remark when people 
are making comparisons between the present 
time and times gone by, that this is an enlightened 
day and age; but the condition of the entire 
world shows wthat we are living in the darkest 
age that the history of man has ever known and 
we stand sorely in need of that promised light. 
And why? Because the greed of wealth and 
man's inhumanity to his fellowman have and 
are now making countless nations mourn. 



CHAPTER XV. 

The warm sunshine and gentle breezes were 
helping Mother Earth bring her hidden treasures 
to the surface; little birds were casting side- 
long glances at every nook and comer, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Robin had settled their family dispute 
as to the best and safest place in the orchard 
to deposit three or four little blue objects that 
were of very great importance to the peace 
and happiness of their family life. And in one 
corner of the garden stood a little man in deep 
perplexity; bib on; a pair of overalls tightly drawn 
up; little sleeves rolled to the elbows; hat in 
one hand and hoe in the other; and a very deep 
problem tumbling over in his troubled head. 
The day before he had planted a whole nickel's 
worth of roasted peanuts, and even yet there 
was not a single one that had made its appear- 
ance. The day before that he had planted 
'tatoes in that very same row, and there had 
before that been both com and beans and he 
des couldn't see what was the matter with them; 
the sun had shined on them all day long and the 
moon had been out all night, and he was sure that 
it wasn't a bit too dark for them, but they des 
didn't want to drow. The only way he could 
see out of the difficulty was to get mama to 
help him and he would write to Uncle John 
and then, he said, as his little hands came smack- 
ing together, "I'll bet dey'U drow!" So a consult- 
tation was held with mama and in the course 
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of an hour a letter to Uncle John was prepared 
setting forth the whole facts of the case and 
asking just what was to be done about it. In a 
few hours a childless man out where the west be- 
gins received a letter that brought a smile to his 
face and a lump to his throat and carried him 
back a few years, all at the same time. Yes: 
that was something that had to be attended to 
without any losss of time whatever. Hammers 
were dropped and work forgotten while he sought 
his desk to prepare the prescription, and in 
a very short time the remedy was on its way 
back to anxious minds. And in the meantime 
that little garden spot had been turned over so 
many times that it would have been a very hard 
matter for any seed to tell whether it was com- 
ing or going. The long looked for letter arrived 
and there were two eyes and two ears wide open 
as mama read the directions that he was to fol- 
low if he expected to get the desired restdts: 
first, he was to take the little rake and level the 
top of that garden down, nice and smooth; then 
before he went to bed that night and after he 
had put his little nightie on, he was to kneel 
down at mama's knee, put his little hands to- 
gether and ask God to tend to that garden for 
four days. In those four days nobody was to 
touch it but the little angels, and then, as Uncle 
John said, you will see what makes a garden 
grow. Before that letter was half read there 
was a pair of little feet making tracks toward 
that garden and a little rake was skimming over 
its surface and in a short time the first part of 
the directions had been carried out. Bed time 
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and the nightie were now awaited to fulfill 
the remainder of the instructions. After supper 
he had mama read that letter to him again; 
and then he found that there, was a whole lot 
that he hadn't heard the first time, for it now 
said that it would be better if he didn't go near 
the garden till the end of the fourth day so that 
the little angels would see that he was trusting 
them and they worked lots better than if one 
did not trust them. He well knew that it was 
going to be a pretty hard job to keep away from 
that garden for four whole days; but if Uncle 
John said it was best, that settled it, and there 
were no more arguments. But in that, dear 
reader, was a cruel and severe test; for to an 
innocent little heart forbidden fruit is sweet, 
and even to ones long past childhood. Though 
those days to him were aeons long his faith in 
Uncle John was longer, and with a patience and 
fortitude that would do credit to many an older 
head, he wore that time to an end. On the 
morning of the fifth day, as soon as his little 
garments were donned and without stopping 
for breakfast, he hurriedly made his way to that 
promised land. And there to meet his gaze 
was the sight that well repaid him for his honest 
trust; for there before his wondering eyes was 
an aggregation of vegetable matter that was 
a study in itself. Before his little heart had 
gotten out of his throat, his little feet were on 
their way back to the house to get mamma 
to come and see the wonderful sight. Then 
mama had a job on her hands pointing out to 
him the different varieties of boiled dinner that 
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could be found in that collection. But there 
were no peanuts; and the only way that he could 
account for that was that the angels didn't 
like peanuts, and so they didn't bother themselves 
about them; but when he wrote to Uncle John 
he would find out. When Uncle John received 
the next letter he also received several questions 
that kept him rubbing his head for quite a long 
time before he could find an answer to them. 
But the answers were forthcoming and given with 
the best advice that Uncle John possessed, for 
the faith of that child was not to be tampered 
with as is so often done to gain a little amuse- 
ment by taking advantage of an innocent little 
heart, always at the cost of destroying what- 
ever trust the confiding little soul may have 
in the joker. So Uncle John saw a good op- 
portunity to make that vegetable garden a 
veritable object lesson to the fatherless child 
that was so dear to his heart. 

In a long and well prepared letter he told the 
little man that garden was to be his family, and 
that he himself was to play the role of little 
father. He was to get mama and Papa to help 
him start, and then he was to see how very easy 
and pleasant it was to rear a beautful and use- 
ful family, providing he gave them the necessary 
care and attention. The first thing, so the letter 
stated, was to keep their home pure and that could 
be done with the little hoe. He was not to 
let one single bad thought grow among them. 
Mama would show him and would point out the 
bad thoughts and as fast as they sprang up 
he was to hoe them out by the roots. For, the 
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letter said, "If you let those bad thoughts 
get the start they will make you lots of trouble, 
for they will soon have your little family as 
bad as themselves, and then you won't be able 
to do anything with them. Then after a while 
you will find that your family is getting far too 
big for their home and they will be so crowded 
that they can't grow any more, and then you will 
hunt out all of the little sick babies, ptdl them 
up, and throw them away, for they will die 
anyway if you leave them there and by getting 
rid of the weak ones there will be more room 
for the big onefe to get bigger. That is what 
we call the survival of the fittest. Remember 
that if you want them to grow into a useftd 
family that you will have to be a useful father 
and tend them every day, for if a father goes 
away and doesn't take care of his family, the 
bad thoughts will visit them and soon the whole 
thing will be spoiled; but if he stays with them 
and takes good care of them they will all love 
him, and my, how fast they will grow! And 
then, long about next Santa Claus time. Uncle 
John is coming to help eat up that whole bunch 
of youngsters; so if you want to make Uncle 
John fat, you will have to work very, very hard 
and be a good father." 

After mama had explained to that little man 
who drank in every word with eager attention, 
that the family meant 'tatoes, com and beans, 
while the weeds were what Uncle John meant 
when he told him about the bad thoughts, — ^for, 
she told him, bad thoughts were just the same 
in a garden among the 'tatoes, com and beans, 
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as they were with little boys, — early morn- 
ing and late evening found that little man busy 
in his garden. For Uncle John had said, in his 
letter tiiat it had to be 'tended to good', and what 
Uncle John said, went without question. The 
little rake, hoe and spade found but little 
time to collect rust for they were kept bright 
with honest toil. And if that little garden was 
an object lesson for him, he, himself, was a 
good object lesson for many older heads than his 
to follow. 

In answer to John's last letter to Helen, as 
though in direct compliance to his wishes, Helen 
had terminated her services with the palace 
hotel in the city, and had written him that she 
was about to start for home where she would 
be for some time so that she could secure a much 
needed rest. That was good news for John, 
for he thought if she could get employment nearer 
home it would be better and more satisfactory to 
all concerned, and it was his wish that she might 
be nearer her people. 

And now, well established under the paternal 
roof, she once more found many hours to enjoy 
the company of her little boy, and time was 
fleeting pleasantly away. Greatly to the relief 
of that other mama, Helen was now the source 
from which that little man looked for information 
regarding Uncle John, for Helen knew Uncle 
John and had seen him lots of times. Once 
that he could remember, he had overheard 
mama and papa talking about Uncle John lov- 
ing Helen, but he had noticed something in 
Helen's eyes when he talked to her about Uncle 
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John, that was a deep mystery to him that 
he could not understand. On this beautiftd 
spring evening, after he had finished showing 
to her all of the nice things that had come from 
Uncle John, his soft blue eyes looked up into 
hers and in a pleading tone he asked her what 
made her eyes look as if they were going to 
cry when he talked about Uncle John. Then 
that dear little soul was left in deeper mystery 
than before, for Helen's face was buried in her 
hands, and she was weeping the bitter tears 
that belonged to the days that were past and 
gone. 

With tearful eyes and quivering lips he threw 
himself into the arms of his dear old Mama, 
and between his sobs he tried to explain to her 
what he had done. '*But what makes Helen 
cry. Mama,*' he questioned, as the loving old 
lips were planted on his rosy cheeks. And 
Mama soothingly said, "Never mind, darling 
boy. Maybe some day you can know." And 
with a kiss he was made ready for his little bed. 
After the little nightie was donned and as he 
knelt at Mama's knee, knowing as he did the 
way God and the little angels had cleared the 
mystery that was connected with his garden, 
the pleadings that can come only from a pure 
and innocent heart were spread trustingly at 
the feet of God. 

His soft blue eyes were closed in sleep, but 
one chubby little hand was reaching out in the 
nwdst of fairyland, and the twitching of his 
rosy cheeks plainly told that something was 
going on in dreamland that was of unusual im- 
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portance. When Helen, with tear-stained eyes, 
quietly tiptoed into the room and bending over 
the bedside took hold of his Uttle outstretched 
hand and softly kissed his lips, a smile spread 
over his features that spoke happiness at its 
very height of whatever was transpiring at 
that moment in dreamland. No sooner had 
her lips touched his than she felt a little hand 
shut on hers, and two wondering eyes looked 
up into hers and then quickly roved about the 
room as though in search of some one that had 
suddenly disappeared. As his eyes wandered 
back to hers he asked her where Uncle John 
had gone. She told him, as she tucked the 
covers about him, that Uncle John had not been 
there and that he had been dreaming. '*Yes," 
he replied, .'*but Uncle John jes kissed me on 
the mouth like he said in lus letter." "No, 
no, Freddie, dear boy. That was not Uncle 
John that kissed you, it was I that kissed you 
on the mouth." '*0h, but," he said, "you kissed 
me too and I took hold of your hand and Unde 
John's hand, and I kissed you both, and 
then when I look Uncle John was gone!" Tears 
again started in Helen's eyes as she smoothed 
the covers over his little breast. "You were 
dreaming, dear boy," she said, "so now go back 
to sleep and maybe Uncle John will come and 
have another visit with you." And his eyes 
soon closed in slumber. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

If the downy folds of pillows could tell the tale 
Of heads sunk deep into their confiding fold, 
When grief and sorrow flow forth in silent wail 
From hidden hearts, as memories unfold 
The leaves of life, — ^the deadened walls prevail, 
To prove the truth that all that glistens is not gold. 

That night was a sleepless night for Helen. 
All of the joyful hopes of her girlhood days, 
all the blissful hours of her early married life, 
all the glorious pictures that follow in the tracks 
of two loving hearts, were crowded back to make 
room for the pangs of bitter grief, sadness, sor- 
row and heart aches of a disappointed life. Her 
mind that night carried her back over the road 
that she had so wearily travelled and up to 
her first acquaintance with John. She well 
remembered the way he had pleaded with her, both 
with tongue and pen; she weU remembered her bit- 
ter rebukes to him; she remembered his kindness 
to her and the scornful ingratitude with which she 
had repaid him. How could he love her now after 
the contemptible way in which she had treated 
him? And yet, — ^he must still love her, or how 
could he so love her child, — ^her darling baby boy, 
— and take the pride that he manifested in his ev- 
ery action. He had promised her that he would 
never again ask her to marry him and now the 
love that had once beat in his heart for her, 
was being showered on her baby boy and in 
him met with a happy response, not only in his 
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waking hours but in his dreams as well. He 
could never again ask her without breaking 
his self made promise; she could never consent 
without breaking hers. A wide and bottomless 
chasm lay between him and her, and yet she 
felt something in her heart that said it was 
drawing together. Ten years of her past life 
were now lived over in a few weary hours. She 
remembered that but a short time ago John 
had begged her not to destroy the loving trust 
that was in the pure and innocent heart of her 
child towards him, for, as he said, the very 
love that she she had denied to him was now 
filling a vacant spot in his leart and coming from 
her child. And he begged her to let them con- 
tinue in each other's love. And as to the child's 
love for his self styled Uncle John, it had now 
reached a point where if any one asked him who 
he loved the best, his answer was always, **Uncle 
John." The only thing that puzzled him was 
to know how he ever got along without him. 

It was well towards morning before the peace- 
ful shrouds of slumber cloaked her, and her 
sleep was well extended into the early day when 
there came stealing to her bedside two chubby 
little feet which climbed up on her bed. A 
good healthy kiss came smacking on her lips 
and brought her eyes to view. As two little 
arms quickly encircled her neck, he said, "Now, 
— you kissed me on the mouth for Uncle John; 
now I kiss you on the mouth for him, too." 

That was the straw that broke the camel's 
back. Quickly gathering him to her, she asked 
him all about Uncle John, and all that he knew 



OUT OF DARKNESS INTO LIGHT 151 

about Uncle John was willingly poured forth, 
besides all that he thought he knew. Before 
she could comprehend near all of the blessed 
qualities that he was expounding about his 
Uncle John, he looked her straight in the eyes, 
and asked, "Would you kiss Uncle John on 
the mouth, Helen?" The answer nearly took 
away his breath, for her arms were thrown 
about him and drawing him to her, she covered 
his rosy cheeks with the kind of kisses he had 
never before known. And when he again looked 
into her eyes, they filled again with tears and 
she remarked, "Maybe Uncle John would not 
want me to kiss him, dear boy." When he said, 
"Oh, yes! he would. I heard Manmia tell 
Papa that Uncle John loved you, and that is 
why he loves me. And last night when I went 
to sleep," he continued, "you kissed me, and 
Uncle John kissed me and he kissed you, too, — 
and I jes reach out and take you both 
by the hands and I wake up and Uncle John was 
gone. And," he went on, "when I write to 
Uncle John again, I going to ask him if he will 
kiss you." And he settled that question in his 
own little mind and to his own satisfaction by 
asserting, "And I bet he will. For he said that 
when he come to see me, he is going to take 
me up in his arms and kiss me right on the mouth." 
Well, we must get up now," said Helen, 
and you must go out and tend to your garden 
while I help Mamma with her work. And then 
after a time we will write a letter to Uncle John 
for we have owed him a letter for a long time." 
Away went two little plump feet pitapatting 






152 OUT OF DARKNESS INTO UGHT 

over the floor in search of two little shoes, a 
little pair of overalls, a jacket, and a hat, to 
complete his wardrobe for the day. In a very 
short time that little man could have been found 
busily engaged in his fatherly duties tending 
to his garden, tmtil hunger, at last, brought 
him to the realization that as yet he had not 
had his breakfast. After his morning repast 
was disposed of, paper and pencil were secured 
and the task of writing a letter to Uncle John 
was begun. And, dear reader, if that pencil 
could only have been made to keep time with 
that little tongue, a very entertaining little 
volume would have been forthcoming in a very 
brief space of time, for about all of the most 
important matters were answered by himself 
and in a way that was quite satisfactory to 
himself as well, and it would not have made 
any particular difference whether it ever reached 
Uncle John, or not, — those answers were de- 
cisive and to the point. 

Ah, had that little child but known of the 
tender chords that he was touching; had he 
but known of the pangs of a regretful memory 
that he was sending through a troubled brain; 
had he but known of the heart that he was 
bruising as the childish prattle fell from his 
busy tongue, — ^he would have known that a 
dark and bottomless chasm was fast being 
spanned and his pure innocent little heart was 
the keystone that bore the weight of the entire 
structure. Then angels might have told him 
what was meant when it was said, "A Uttle child 
shall lead them." That was to remain bliss- 
fully unknown to him, while the balm that 
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was pouring from his little loving heart was 
healing two sore and bleeding hearts as is the 
way of God. 

The next letters that went west from the hand 
of Helen carried with them something in their 
tone that drew John's attention, for they ap- 
peared to possess some of the cheerful and en- 
couraging qualities of the ones of former days; 
and he was happy. His work was going pleas- 
antly along, in complete contrast to the summer 
before; and when he overheard a remark that 
the boss appeared to be different this sunmier 
than last, there was no one who could have 
told the cause of it all any better than the boss 
himself, for when he was in his happiest moods 
if any one had offered him a penny for his thoughts, 
they would have found that there was a blessed 
little boy mixed up in the whole transaction. 
It could have been noticed, too, that when 
any trace of anxiety appeared upon his brow, 
the post-oflfice was being watched the closest. 

He had a wide acquaintance throughout the 
country and everybody seemed to vie with 
each other in their regularity regarding corres- 
pondence, and greatly to his delight Helen was 
the most punctual of any; Bertha came next; 
and his little man came with them all, for his 
little scrawly messages of love were enclosed 
with both Helen's and Bertha's as well as the 
letters that arrived from Papa and Mamma. 
No matter whose letter happened to hold that 
ever welcome missive it was the first that was 
looked for and, received first attention from his 
dear Uncle John. And those were the ones 
that often led him into many wakeful hours 
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in trying to reason to himself why he had al- 
lowed himself to reach the very prime of life 
before he discovered that it takes more than one 
to make a happy circuit in life. Though he 
felt that he had been compelled to pay a very se- 
vere penalty for his former cold indifference, now 
he was very glad that his eyes were open to the 
fact, and he always ended up with the conclusion 
that a little boy coming into his life would be the 
ideal of happines, providing always that the little 
boy was Freddie. But in that he felt that his 
desires were utterly hopeless for he well re- 
membered Helen's words to him, as well as 
his promise to her; nothing short of an act of 
God could change matters from the way they 
stood. 

But God works in many mysterious ways 
His wonders to perform, and we are moved 
about on the checker-board of life in compli- 
ance with His wishes, not ours, and often directly 
opposite to the way that we had figured. Yet 
how often will we hear others, as well as our- 
selves, say that the days of miracles are past, 
when in fact they haven't yet begun. We 
are apt to look upon the feats that were performed 
in the dim ages of the past as something that 
belonged exclusively to that day and age; but 
the very same miracles, as you are pleased to 
call them, are happening every hour of our 
lives though we are more than willing to dis- 
pose of such affairs in our own minds by ac- 
crediting them to the natural course of events. 
It never dawns in our bigoted heads that the 
natural course of events means exactly the 
persistent will of God. The htmger of the 
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mtdtitudes could be just as easily satisfied to- 
day with five loaves and two fishes as in the 
days of yore, providing the hungry ones were 
as willing to partake of that repast with the 
same grace and in the same spirit as the ones 
of which we have read. That, as well as many 
other wonderful feats, was performed solely 
as a grand object lesson to be handed down 
to future ages for the purpose of teaching us 
how very little it requires to satisfy a hungry 
heart when it is given and accepted in the right 
spirit. 

What if the buds did spring out on the staff 
that Aaron carried; the buds of love, faith, hope 
and 'charity, have all been known to spring 
forth from hearts that were composed of far 
tougher material than any shepherd's staff with 
which Aaron had anything to do. But, of course, 
that is not now counted as a miracle but is on 
the list as one of the natural courses of events 
and comes about as though it was looked for. 
But after we have been led or driven into the 
depths of grief, trouble or suffering occasioned 
by what we are wont to call the natural courses 
of events, and after we have sought consolation 
and relief from every source of which we had 
any knowledge and have found that neither 
was coming our way, and while we are in 
helpless need and dire distress, do we then look 
for and expect relief simply through the natural 
course of events? No, sir! It is then that 
we get down humbly from our high horses and 
both beg and expect the needed help from the 
very source from which we could have had it 
in the first place if our vanity had not had such 
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a powerful hold on our brains. We believe 
that if there could be some way contrived so 
that every man, woman and child, could be 
nailed right down so that they would be com- 
pelled to *fess up to the exact truth in their 
hearts, that there would not be one fotmd but 
that would own up to the fact that they be- 
lieved that there was a God and a hereafter. 
As a proof of this we are going to cite a little 
instance that happened to our own knowledge. 
A good share of the writer's early boyhood was 
spent upon the water, and among the crew 
that he was with at this particular time was 
a first mate who was quite loud in his assertions 
that there was no hereafter and that all any- 
body had coming to them was to be had right 
here. He had a son among the sailors who 
leaned considerable towards his mothers' be- 
lief, and his theories didn't quite coincide with 
his dad's. On this occasion the schooner was 
beating her way out of Lake Huron and into 
the mouth of the St. Clair River against a heavy 
south wind. In making a port tack as the boom 
of the vessel swtmg over the deck it struck the 
son, knocking him overboard and sttmning 
him so that he was in a helpless condition. His 
father saw what happend, but do you suppose 
that he stood aside and waited for the natural 
course of events to save the boy? No! His 
arms went quickly in the air and in a very loud 
voice he appealed to God to save his son. The 
result was that before he had finished appeal- 
ing there was a yawl lowered quickly and the 
boy was fished out and soon recovered from 
the effects of the blow, as well as the bath. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Nature was working overtime in her efforts 
to provide abundantly, steadily, and substan- 
tially; and in a business like way there was a 
beautiful little city coming forth out where 
the west begins, and in its midst was a happy, 
well contented man. Unlike the little towns 
of pioneer days, — ^that sprang up like mush- 
rooms over night, flourished for a few days and 
then evaporated into nothing, — beautiful and 
modem dwellings said that people were going 
to live there; substantial business blocks told 
that they were going to stay; trades in all their 
branches were good; and for the reason that 
the farmers in the surrounding cotmtry were 
prosperous. 

For, fall to him whate'er may fall, 
The fanner must provide for all. 

In this case the hand of man had been linked 
with the hand of God and extensive irrigation 
canals had been built, so that nature could 
be helped to furnish the required amount of 
moisture to instire the bountiful harvest that 
were such an important factor in the upbuilding 
of the little city, as well as the prosperous con- 
dition of its inhabitants. New faces were seen 
on the streets every day; and the incoming trains 
were bringing the overflow from the east who, 
in turn, were bringing their hopes, faith, energy 
and capital with them, and everything was 
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moving along in a way that spelled success for 
the present as well as the future. Midst it 
all John was kept busy, while before his minds' 
eye spread a picture of a visit that he had prom- 
ised himself, as well as his little man. In that 
direction hung his star of Bethlehem, for he had 
told Freddie that after his season's work was 
out of the way and along about next Santa Claus 
time, that he was coming. He made use of 
every available hour so that when that season 
arrived there would be nothing left undone with 
regard to his affairs. 

At the present time his visits to the post 
oflSce were again becoming regular, for there 
were letters expected from the ones that were 
so dear to him and now they were long past 
due. He had written and written to both 
Helen and Freddie and yet had received no 
answer, and his mind was in a quandary as 
to the cause of it all. So when Sunday came he 
wrote to Bertha, and on the following Sunday, 
as no answer had yet been received, he wrote 
to the parents, and watted; but he waited in 
vain. He now found that he was fast grow- 
ing into the same mood as the year before, with 
the added punishment of the loss of the affec- 
tion of his little boy. God! It was a bitter 
draught and one that he thought was not jus- 
tified. But no matter what the thoughts were 
that chased through his head with regard to the 
rest of the family, he could not give up his faith 
in that little boy, for he could not but feel that 
something was wrong, but what it was he was 
at a loss to understand. The post oflSce was 
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now the most interesting place in town to him, 
yet the least satisfactory. Letters from his 
other friends came as usua^ and had it not been 
for the fact that the most desirable ones of all 
were missing, he could have claimed a very 
profitable as well as a very pleasant season. But 
fate was cruel to him. He knew now that he 
had not chosen right in the past; but he had 
willingly oflFered to make amends even though 
they cost him dearly. And now, after mat- 
ters had appeared to be settled in a most sat- 
isfactory way, was the time when events were 
preparing to plunge him into the darkest depths 
he had ever known. But he resolved to still 
cling to that hope that stood so faithfully by 
him, to continue to write at stated intervals 
until the busy season was over, and then to 
take a trip to the home of the ones that meant 
so much to him and learn, if possible, the cause. 
He well knew that all of his actions were actuated 
by the best of intentions and if he was again 
to be punished he wished to know the cause for 
such treatment; he only too well knew the effect. 
Helen was now enjoying the hospitality that 
can only be found under the parental roof, 
and the pleasure of being at all times with her 
beloved boy. Had it not been for the one thing 
that at times sent bitter and unpleasant thoughts 
through her mind, her life could have been 
called a pleasant and agreeable one. **God," 
she would say to herself, "after all he is but 
human and like the rest. His prsfessed love 
is like the rose that we have read about: it comes 
with the season, blooms, spends its fragrance 
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in the air, dies and is forgotten. Those pledges 
and promises were easily made and just as easily 
broken, with a thoughtless disregard for the 
ones that suffer. The enduring love and faith 
that he professed to carry in his breast for me 
and my baby boy, — where is it now? Gone, — 
faded and gone. Yes, I know that I treated 
him harshly, but he promised to love my boy; 
and now even the little child is made to feel 
the bitter pangs of disappointment. Who can 
one trust? No one; they are all the same. The 
letters that he was always so ptmctual in answer 
ing now get no notice, and as no answer comes 
to any of us it appears that he wants to forget 
us all.** As those bitter thoughts coursed through 
her brain their bitterness was increased by the 
hourly pleadings of her little boy. He would 
put hiis little elbows on her knee and ask plead- 
ingly why Uncle John did not write to them any 
more, and she would stroke his silky hair and tell 
him that Uncle John was just like the rest and 
that his love and his promises were more easily 
forgotten than remembered. The faith of that 
dear little soul was sorely tried but never found 
wanting, for he would come to his own rescue 
with the answer that he *des' knew that there 
was something the matter or Uncle John would 
write, and he knew it;. He would say, "Uncle 
John told me to ask God to fix my my garden and 
He did fix it; and now I am going to ask God 
to fix Uncle John and I des bet He will." And 
when the time would come for two little knees 
to bend and two little hands to be clasped in 
prayer, his childish appeals for God to take care 
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of his Uncle John would start tears in the eyes 
of a31. He prevailed upon Helen, Bertha and 
Mamma, too, to write time and time againk with 
no other result than disappointment, so as a 
last resort he decided to take Herman, his little 
neighbor and playmate, into his trust, and 
they together decided to take matters into 
their own hands and to try to find out what the 
trouble was. 

So the whole affair was plainly spread before 
the ever willing and helping hand of that little 
playmate, and the plans of the two little chtims 
were soon arranged. As Frank, who happened 
to be the clerk in their local post office, came 
nearly every evening to see them and to take 
Helen for a ride in his auto, Freddie thought 
his advice should be asked, but Herman took 
immediate exceptions and said, "I don't like 
that Frank nohow." When asked for an ex- 
planation he was ready with that wonderful 
word that is self explanatory to every child, — 
"Cause". That settled it as far as Frank was 
concerned and Herman said, **We can do this 
all by ourselves and I jes bet we can make him 
write." So without any loss of time proceed- 
ings were started. 

A long laborious letter was composed and 
written and they even added Montana to the 
address, after they had fotmd it on the wall 
map that htmg in Herman's house and had learned 
that if would be an extra safeguard to the suc- 
cessful delivery of the letter. Then it dawned 
on the two youthful minds that on every letter 
which they could remember seeing had been 
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a little pinkish stamp ; so that matter shotild and 
must be investigated. "Who we ask," ques- 
tioned Herman. Then he answered his own 
query by replying, **I go 'an ask my Mamma." 
After it had been explained to them that the 
stamps had to be ptirchased at the post office 
and that there had to be one or more on each 
letter before it would be accepted, a new pro- 
blem presented itself to them and required con- 
sideration of a very deep and thoughtful nature. 
Herman thought that as long as his mamma had 
been drafted into their service to act in the 
capacity of an advisory board, that she might 
as well be the one to fiU that position to a com- 
plete and successful end. **How much they tost," 
was the next question propounded. After be- 
ing informed that each letter had to have at 
least one stamp the two little partners cast 
some very inquiring glances in the direction of 
each other, and the very next necessary move, 
before matters could be properly adjusted, was 
to take an inventory of their available cash 
capital. Freddie found that he was the sole 
possessor of fotu-teen pennies, while Herman 
was rated as being worth eleven in solid cash. 
An organization was completed right on the 
spot with a combined capital stock consisting 
of twenty-five pennies in clean cold cash. After 
the two little banks were consolidated into one 
there was a combined run made on that one that 
lift it hopelessly stranded, and with their cap- 
ital stock jingling in Freddie's pocket, — ^after 
it had been decided that he should act as pur- 
chasing agent, — preparations were made for a 
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visit to the post office. While they were com- 
pleting the details that go with such a trans- 
action, Herman proposed that they purchase 
their stamps in large quantities, for he had 
heard his Papa say that anything could be 
had cheaper if bought in large lots. As Her- 
man's mamma had informed them that it took 
two pennies to buy one stamp, Freddie thought 
that it would be the proper thing to take some- 
thing along to carry them in so that they would 
not get lost or soiled in transporting them to 
their homes. But ever resourceful Herman soon 
settled that as he informed his partner that he 
had a letter in his *toat' that had 'fell out of 
Frank's pocket last night when he cranked 
his autobile as he was about to take Helen 
for a ride, and as Frank was the clerk at the 
post office, he was going to give it back to him 
when they got there. Producing the letter to 
Freddie's gaze that little man remarked that 
it was *jes' the kind that Uncle John write, 
for his writing was *jes' the same kind that 
they had in their books, but they could use it 
first to show the one that sold them the stamps 
that they wanted the same kind that was on 
it; and then they could put the stamps in the 
envelope and gpive the letter to Frank some other 
time when he came to their house. That be- 
ing satisfactorily settled, in a very short time 
the two little lads approached the stamp win- 
dow at the post office and two little hands both 
full of pennies, were held high above their heads 
and two little voices at the same time informed 
the kindly faced post master that they wanted 
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to buy a whole lot of stamps for that money. 
As the pennies came tingling down on the win- 
dow shelf Herman made it know that they wanted 
the same kind that was on that letter, and he 
reached the lost letter up into the window and 
said that he wanted the stamps to be placed 
inside the envelope so that they would not get 
lost. Picking up the letter the post master 
glanced at it and then asked them where they 
got it and ever truthful Herman informed him 
that it *dopped out of Frank's pocket as he trank 
his autobile last night when he came down to 
Freddie's house.' '*Well," said the post mas- 
ter, **I will keep the letter and will put the stamps 
in the envelope and then you can't lose them, 
and when you get home you put the envelope 
away where you can bring it back to me when 
I want it. Be careful not to lose it." After 
Freddie had cast his ever hopeful eyes up into 
the kindly ones of that post master he asked 
him for a letter from his Uncle John. That 
pleasing gentleman informed him that he could 
not give him one, but he said, **I think you 
will hear from your Uncle John before long, 
my dear little man, and before very long at 
that." Backing away from the window his 
soft blue eyes beaming with delight, Freddie 
said, "Thank you," and then bolted for the 
door to join his partner. 

These words lingered in the mind of that little 
fellow and were not to be easily dismissed. When 
he reached home he told Helen where he had 
been and informed her what the nice man at 
the post office had told him. "Oh," Helen 
replied, "he was just joking you, dear boy. 
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Uncle John has forgotten us and we won't get 
any more letters from him." The reply came 
right back to her, "I des know we will, for that 
nice man told me so, and I know that nice man 
wasn't joking." 

It was noon when they reached home and after 
they had disposed of their mid-day meal, pre- 
parations were made by those two little pals to 
get busy. After securing paper and pencil 
they retired to the vacant shed that served 
the purpose of play house; a box was secured 
for a desk and the task of writing a letter to 
Uncle John was begun. Freddie being the 
most accomplished in the line of education 
opened up the commtmication with his part, 
and Herman, it was agreed upon, would close 
the case in his own way and manner. An en- 
velope was then secured from Herman's mamma 
and it was 'dressed,' as they both chose to call 
it. The address plainly showed that it was 
intended to be delivered to Dear Uncle John, 
Montana. That part completed there was noth- 
ing more to do now but to wait for the desired 
developments. After reaching their play house 
again they decided that they would rig it out 
into a post office and that proposition was soon 
carried out. Then Herman inquired where they 
were going to get the letters to put in the boxes; 
but Freddie soon settled that by stating that 
there were lots of letters put in a can back of 
the post office and that they could get some of 
them when they went to the office again, before 
Prank burned them up. So they decided to go 
in the morning. 

That night there were two dreams of Unde 
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John instead of one, and soon after breakfast 
two pairs of little feet were on their way to the 
post office to learn what had transpired dtir- 
ing the night. Frank was at the window as 
they entered and with a loud laugh he asked 
if they were still after a letter from Uncle John, 
**Well/' he said, **yo^ won't get one, for your 
Uncle John is no good and has forgotten you long 
ago." Freddie looked him defiantly in the eyes 
and replied, **He des has not!" Haughtily 
leaving the office, after having been made to 
submit to such an insult, they made their way 
to the garbage can at the back of the office and 
each took what he could carry of old and used 
envelopes that had accumulated in the office 
on the day before. They trudged back home 
to their own post office to begin business on their 
own account. As they were arranging their 
incoming mail in its proper places, a severe shock 
as well as a complete surprise was awaiting 
those two dear little souls, for they found among 
the torn envelopes the very letter that they had 
prepared and mailed to Uncle John the day be- 
fore. Crestfallen they gazed at it and then 
into each other's eyes and for a moment another 
wonderful thing happened: they could not speak. 
But as soon as Freddie's tongue got loose, he 
said, **they des don't want to take it to Uncle 
John and they going bum it up!" The deepest 
problem of all was now staring them in the face 
and what was to be done! The only grounds 
that they could thing of for such treatment 
was that they hadn't put enough stamps on it 
and that the cars wouldn't take it, so after due 
consideration they decided to write another 
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and to put more stamps on it and then to give 
it to the man on the cars and ask him if there 
were enough stamps, — and if there were not 
enough they could put on some more. Putting 
their words into action the task of preparing 
another letter began. It was now decided that 
they would have nothing more to do with the 
old post office and that hereafter all business 
would be transacted through their own. They 
had seen people give letters to the man on the 
cars and they decided to do the aame, providing 
they could get to the cars without their mammas 
finding it out, — ^for they had both been warned 
to keep away from railroad tracks. But this 
matter was an important one and nothing of 
importance could be accomplished without tak- 
ing some risks on their own shoulders. So 
Freddie, after securing paper and pencil, com- 
pleted his share of the labors which resulted in 
the following words: 

My Dear Unkle John. 

Wy don you rite to Us, I rite lots 
of times, and Helen rite lots of times 
an Bertha rite and Mamma rite too, 
and You don rite to us tall. We want 
You to rite, and We want you to com 
and kis me on the mouth like you say in 
the letter you rite long time go, but if 
you are ded, Unkle John, you don hav 
to rite, kous you cant rite, if you are 
ded, so good by, an now Herman is go- 
ing to rite too. 
And then in a coarser and more scrawly hand, 
Herman's duties were faithfully performed, with 
the following result : 
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Freddies Dr Unkel Jon, 

You don get this leter, an send one 
back to Freddie, we not going to rite 
any mor, for we going to put al our 
stamps on this one, an then we cant rite 
some mor, kos we wont hav any mor 
stamps, but if you ar ded, you wont 
hav to rite to freddie, for we all sory, and 
freddie say you ar not ded, for you com 
one nite, an kis him on the mowth, wen 
he sleep, so pies rite if you ar not ded 
goodby for this tim, if you not ded. 
Getting that task oflE their little shoulders 
there was nothing now to complete the task 
but to get an envelope and get it * dressed.' 
So they begged one from Helen and also begged 
her to put Uncle John's name on it. Helen com- 
plied with their wish, not knowing that they 
intended to start it on the journey to which so 
many had been started before without bringing 
any results but disappointment. After they 
reached their own post office things didn't look 
altogether right to them, for that *dress' had 
more words in it than they had expected and 
there was one word that Freddie *jes knew wasn't 
right', and that was the first one; for instead 
of Uncle John the word "Mr" was used, and 
Freddie said, **That is not his name at all." 
It was soon scratched out any **My Dear Unkle" 
was put in its stead. Stamps were the 
next thing and Herman thought that if one 
was good a whole lot would be a whole lot 
better, so the remainder of their stock in trade 
was pasted on: six on one side and fotir red ones 
and a green one on the other. Now all that 
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remained for them to do was to get it on the 
cars. The train that went toward Uncle John 
came just about supper time and that hour was 
wearily awaited; but all things come to him who 
waits and before that time arrived the firm of 
Freddie and Herman could have been seen on 
the depot platform. But that said firm didn't 
care to be seen, especially by their mammas, 
for in that case there would be a good chance 
for them to suffer severe penalties. So they 
kept well in the shade of the depot until the 
train was pulling in, and then as it came to a 
stop and the mail sacks were thrown off, two 
dear little hearts were beating very fast as a 
little hand was reached out towards the kindly 
faced man that stood in the door and a childish 
voice plainly and pleadingly asked him if he 
would please give that letter to Uncle John 
when he got to his house. A smile spread over 
the features of that pleasant looking man as he 
reached out for the precious missive and look- 
ing it over on both sides he said that he would, 
providing Freddie would come up where he could 
reach him and let him kiss him right on the 
mouth! Two little arms shot forward as that 
man got down on his knees and reaching out 
lifted Freddie up unto the car and kissed his little 
lips. Then putting him down on the platform 
he told them to skedaddle back before they 
got hurt, and as two pairs of little feet were 
carrying homeward two happy and well satis- 
fied little hearts, Freddie broke the monotony 
of the silence by stating that he liked that man 
because he had kissed him on the mouth as 
Uncle John had said in his letter he would do. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Out where the west begins there Was a man that 
as regular as the noon and evening hours loUed 
around could have been seen hurriedly and 
briskly making his way to the post office, briskly 
walking down the comdor where his mail box was 
situated, and after glancing in through the glass 
face walk slowly and reluctantly back to his 
duties. It now had become a habit and he 
often asked himself, ** What's the use?" But 
the picture of a little boy that rested in an easel 
on his desk always answered that question and 
the next day always found him following back 
over the same trail that he had made the day 
before. 

The happiness of the early summer had now 
flown and he was again living the life of the 
summer before. **Fate is curel," he was wont 
to say, "but, maybe I deserve it. But, my 
little man, — ^if I could only hear from him." 

Months had now passed and gone since he 
had heard from any of the ones that meant 
so much to him, and he didn't even know the 
reason. He thought of telegrams; he thought 
of registering his letters to them; but as all 
his letters bore a return address he knew that if 
they did not get them that the letters would 
come back to him. The feeling of discourage- 
ment would take possession of him until the 
next day, and then the same trip to the post 
office would be repeated, — and with the same 
results, the same disappointment. 
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One day he was requested to work during the 
noon hour in order that a job might be completed, 
and he was having a hard struggle with himself 
in trying to omit the trip to the post office for 
once. But it was of no use; that trip had to 
be made or he would blame himself for neg- 
lecting his regular duties. It would take but 
a few moments, anyway, so without waiting 
for his mid day meal, that duty was performed. 

As he entered the office and was passing the 
desk that was occupied by the post master that 
gentleman looking up said with a laugh, "Hello, 
Uncle John. How are you?'* He had no more 
than returned a pleasant reply to the post mas- 
ter than the young lady at the stamp window 
recognized him and smilingly greeted him with 
"How do you do, Uncle John?" As he made 
his way to his mail box he was beginning to won- 
der what the joke might be. But he was not 
to be kept waiting very long, for he drew from 
his box a letter that was almost completely 
covered with stamps, not only on one side but 
on both. Yes, his name and address were in 
Helen's hand writing, but they were prefaced 
in a childish hand by the words, "My Der Unkle.** 
At last the long looked for missive had arrived 
and there was no time lost in bringing its con- 
tents to view. Although it bore no names 
it was easy for him to decide that it was from 
his little man, as well as from some other little 
man who was unknown to him. He gathered 
from its contents that his mail to them had 
not been delivered to the proper ones, and as 
the letter stated that they had not heard from 
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him for so long that the little lads had taken 
matters over and were trying to learn the reason 
for such a neglect, and as no word had come to 
him from any of them, he realized that evidently 
there was something radically wrong. 

After studying its contents he stepped to the 
post master's window and handing the letter 
to him asked that gentleman if he could shed 
any light on the subject. Carefully examin- 
ing the envelope and the post mark the post 
master informed him that this letter had been 
mailed on the train and had come through no 
office but his own. He informed him that there 
was a post office inspector in town at that time, 
that the affair shotdd be placed in his hands, 
and requested John to be at his office at four 
o'clock for which time he would arrange a meet- 
ing so that the whole matter could be placed 
before the inspector. The result was that the 
inspector left for the east that evening with the 
precious little missive in his pocket, but be- 
fore he left he requested John to write a letter 
to Helen and give it to him and he would see 
that it got through to its proper destination. 
After that there was nothing more to be done 
but to await developments, and those were 
not long in coming. 

After the inspector reached the Minnesota 
line he left the sleeper and the day coaches, 
and making himself known to the mail derk 
the remainder of the journey was completed 
in the mail car. While the visit was going 
on between himself and the clerk, that gentleman 
told him the story of the two little boys and the 
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letter that was covered with stamps which one 
on them wished him to give to his Uncle John. 
"But,'* he said, **my chances of meeting Uncle 
John were not very good so I sent it through in 
the regular way." Producing the letter from 
his pocket the inspector asked him if that looked 
anything like th« one to which he had refer- 
ence. **Well," said the clerk, **all the difference 
that I can see is that this one has been opened, 
and that one was sealed. I should say that it 
is the same identical letter." **Yes** replied 
the inspector, **and as this came from the place 
that you have mentioned we are going to work 
on the theory that it is the very letter. And 
before we reach 1 have one in my poc- 
ket that I wish to be placed in the pouch that 
is to be put off at that place. But before we 
do that it will be best for each of us to place some 
private mark on it, so that we may identify it, 
should occasion require." Producing the letter 
that John had written to Helen they each with 
a pen knife placed a mark on it that was known 
only to themselves, and then it was placed in 
the local pouch that was destined to that office. 
A well dressed but stem looking gentleman 
stepped off the train when it reached Freddie's 
little home town, and after registering at the 
hotel inquired of the proprietor as to the lo- 
cation of the post office. After receiving the 
required information he strolled out in that 
direction. While the general delivery clerk was 
searching for mail that he had asked for, it 
would have been noticed that his eyes were 
also searching that clerk, as well as some of the 
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local stUTOundings. As there was no mail forth- 
coming he strolled leisurely back to the hotel 
and proceeded to get on friendly terms with 
the landlord, which was not a hard matter for 
all landlords are friendly, especially with their 
guests. In the conversation which ranged from 
one subject to another he succeeded in im- 
pressing the landlord with the fact that he was 
some sort of an instirance agent and that he 
was likely to make a stay of several days. Then 
he began to inqtiire where certain parties lived 
and where they might be found, and taking 
a note book form his pocket he inquired where 

a certain party by the name of Helen 

could be located and, then after purchasing a 
cigar sat, down to enjoy the comforts of a smoke. 
After supper the conversation was again renewed, 
but now it was regarding persons and personal 
affairs. **Is that tall young fellow the post 
master?** he asked. He was informed that 
the post master was the old man and the young 
man was the clerk. "Fine looking fellow, that," 
he remarked, "married?" The proprietor told 
him that the clerk was not yet married but that 
he was moving about evenings and Sundays 
with his automobile and that it was only a ques- 
tion of time when his days of single blesseiiess 
would be a thing of the past, for of late he had 
been making himself pretty conspicious with 
the ladies and was at present paying his res- 
pects to Mr. daughter, Helen. The pro- 
prietor had noticed them out riding together 
nearly every evening, and on Sundays his ma- 
chine made qtiite regular trips in the direction 
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of her home. The conversation was now brought 
to an abrupt end and the stranger, purchas- 
ing another cigar, buried himself in the folds 
of a daily paper. Not until he made known his 
desire to retire for the night did he inquire of 
the landlord if he knew of an auto that he could 
hire to take him into the country on the next 
day, and on being informed that there was an 
auto run in connection with the hotel he regis- 
tered a call for six o'clock, and retired. 

After breakfast was over the next morning 
the auto was secured and in a few minutes they 
were at the gate of Helen's home. Just at 
that time a bright and vide awake little lad 
made his appearance for the first time that 
day and noticed an auto stop at the gate and 
a man come walking up the walk in his direc- 
tion. All eyes and thoughts were centered on 
the stranger who when he came near said in 
a pleasant tone, "Good morning, little man." 
The little man looked hopefully into his eyes 
and asked, **Are you Uncle John?'* **No'', he 
replied kindly, **I am not yotir Uncle John, 
but you are going to hear from Uncle John in 
a very short time.'* Disappointed, but not 
discouraged, the little man asked him, "How 
you know?" **0h," was the reply, "I have a 
way of finding out things like that that little 
boys don't know about. Is yotir Mamma at 
home?" "Yes, sir," said Freddie, "and Helen, 
too." 

By this time they had reached the door and 
Freddie, running into the room, told his mamma 
that there was a nice man at the door that want- 
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ed to see her. After the morning greetings, 
the inspector inquired if any one by the name 

of Helen was living there and if so that 

he would be pleased to see her. He was told 
that Helen could be seen in a few moments 
and was invited to a seat while Helen was noti- 
fied that a gentleman wished to see her. On 
her appearance the gentleman arose and asked 

her politely if her name was Helen , and 

on being informed that it was he then asked 
her if she was in the habit of getting her mail at 
the local post office. **Yes, sir/' she replied, 
**but I don't get much mail at any place of 
late.'* **So I understand," remarked the in- 
spector, "and I have a little very important 
business in which you can be of great assis- 
tance to me, if you will kindly give me your 
services. Silence will be a very important 
factor in getting the matter cleared up and I 
can assure you that this matter is of as much 
importance to you as to anyone. First, I wish 
to ask you a few questions, and on their an- 
swers will depend our success or our failure. 
When were you at the post office last, and did 
you receive any mail?'* Helen replied that 
she had been at the post office at a little before 
six o'clock on the previous evening, and that she 
had received nothing but a paper. "Is it not 
a fact," was the next question, "that a very dear 
friend of yotirs who lives in Montana has cor- 
responded with you for years?" "Yes, sir," 
she answered, "but this sunmier he has neg- 
lected to answer my letters." The inspector 
looked her straight in the eye and replied, "He 
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has not. It is in regards to that that I am here. 
I am a United States post office inspector, and 
through the faith of that little child we are 
about to make some very important discoveries. 
There was a letter placed in the office for you 
at five o'clock last evening. I now have the 
affair well in hand and I want you to get ready 
to go to the office, inquire for your mail, and 
then report to me at the hotel. Say nothing 
to anybody, and keep yotirself as calm and col- 
lected as you can, and in a few hotirs time there 
will be a better understanding between you 
and your friend out west. If you can make 
yotir inquires of the clerk without exciting any 
suspicion, so much the better. But, whether 
you receive any mail, or not, report to me at 
the hotel. Until then I will bid you good morn- 
ing." With that the inspector took his de- 
parture and made his way back to town. 

This affair had taken Helen so unexpectedly 
that the had not noticed Freddie who had been 
leaning against her chair through it all. After 
the inspector had left she asked herself aloud, 
"What can it all mean?" But Freddie answered 
for her, "That man know Uncle John and he 
going tell you bout him. I like that man for 
he say I going to get a letter from Uncle John 
fore long, and I know I will, cause I had a nice 
dream of him last night, and I bet when Unde 
John get the letter that me and Herman sent 
to him that he will write. For we write a long 
letter and we put lots of stamps on it, too. We 
write one letter to him a long time ago but I 
dess we didn't put nuff stamsp on, and they would- 
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n't take it, for we find it next day in the can 
what they bum the letters in up at the pos office, 
and we got it now in our pos office. And we 
got one that got yotir name on in our pos office, 
too. Herman fin it when it drop out of Frank's 
pocket when he trank his autobile one night. 
The man at the pos office he keep some of it 
and tell Herman to put tover away and keep 
it till he wants it. But las letter we write we 
put all the stamps we had on it. Oh, we had 
whole lot, too. And then we give it to the man 
on the cars and he kiss me on the mouth like 
Uncle John say, and he say he give it to Uncle 
John when he got out to his house. And I dess 
bet he did." 

A change came over Helen's feattires that 
told of the battle that was going on in her mind 
as she listened to the experiences of the child 
and his little partner in post office aflFairs. * * Well'*i 
she said, '*let us go out to your post office and 
maybe there is a letter there for me." So, 
applying action to her words, they were soon 
looking over the mail in the new post office. 
After Freddie had showed her the letter that 
they had tried with such poor success to send 
to Uncle John, she inquired for one that had 
her name on it, but she was informed in a very 
prompt manner that Herman had the 'tover' 
in his house, and that the man at the *pos office' 
had taken the 'reading' out of it and had kept 
it and had told Herman to put the other away 
until he should ask for it. Helen prevailed 
on him to get Herman and also the * tover,' for 
she wanted to see it. Freddie soon had his 
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partner on the grounds together with the 'tover' 
which she found not only bore her name and 
address but the return address of John and 
the post mark of his home post office. So she 
told the two youthful postmasters that the 
letter was intended for her and that she would 
have to keep it. Then she made ready to visit 
the regular post office, as well as the inspector. 

Frank was at the delivery window when she 
called for her mail and informed her that there 
was none for her and added the further infor- 
mation that her old cow puncher out west had 
gone back on her and forgotten that she ever 
existed. Her face flushed and after thanking 
him for his voluntary information she proceeded 
to her interview with the inspector. After tell- 
ing him what she had gleaned from the two 
little postmasters she handed to him the *tover' 
that had fallen from Frank's pocket and that 
had been picked up by Herman. The inspector 
then dismissed her and told her to remain quietly 
at home that evening, but to tell no one the reason 
for it, and that if the young mail clerk called 
on her she was to entertain him in the best way 
she could until he could get there also. He 
asked her to be sure to have the two little post 
masters there as well, and remarked, **I will 
see to it that the two others are there also." 

It was a long day for Helen, for as yet she was 
not sure what it all meant except that it was 
something in regard to her correspondence with 
John. It oftimes happens that when destiny 
is shaping itself that every minute is a jewel 
to some, while it may prove to be a thorn to 
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Others. Something whispered in her heart that 
events were about to take place that wotild be 
of much importance to her and hers, so if she 
was a little nervous and uneasy that day she 
kept it so well concealed that no one but herself 
was stispiciotis of it. 

At the noon hour the inspector cotild have 
been noticed making his way to the post office, 
and after loitering about until the clerk had de- 
parted to partake of his mid-day meal, he made 
himself, as well as his business, known to the 
post master and produced the evidence that 
he had on hand. To this was added the letter 
that the post master had removed from the 
"tover" that the little boy had found and that 
Frank had lost while he 'tranked his autobUe.' 
Arrangements were hurriedly made for a personal 
interview with that gentleman and it was de- 
cided that the interview would take place at 
the home of Helen and Freddie. It was also 
arranged that the inspector, as well as the post 
master, wotild arrive there as soon after Frank 
as possible, for it was a safe conjecture that 
Frank would be on hand to take Helen out for 
her evening auto ride. 

Helen carried out her part very successftilly 
and without exciting any suspicion whatever. 
When that young man arrived he was informed 
that she could not enjoy his hospitality that 
evening but he was invited to spend the even- 
ing with her as her guest, to which he readily 
complied. He was enjojring the hospitality of 
her home when the inspector and the post master 
arrived in another car and got out at the gate. 
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Frank, noticing the post master, was wonder- 
ing what it was that was bringing him unless 
it was something in regard to the affairs at the 
post office. He was soon to learn that his con- 
jecture was correct, for on entering the house 
the post master introduced him to the post 
office inspector, and uneasiness took possession 
of him from that very instant. While the inspec- 
tor proceeded to inform him that there had been 
some irregularities regarding postal affairs go- 
ing on for some time, and that suspicion pointed 
towards him, the two little post masters col- 
lected at the door wondering what this conven- 
tion of post masters all meant. They were 
soon to learn, for producing the letter that 
bore on its envelope the goodly supply of stamps, 
the inspector asked them if they had ever seen 
it before. They looked at it and then at each 
other and tears were fast forming in Freddie's 
eyes as he answered, **Yes. We give that letter 
to the man on the cars, and he 4dss me on the 
mouth, and say that he would give it to Uncle 
John when he see him. And he didn't do it. 
He give it to you stead of Uncle John." He 
was just on the point of breaking into sobs 
when the kind hearted inspector picked him 
up in his arms and said, **No, my little^ man, 
Uncle John got this letter all right, and it was 
he that gave it to me. By yotir sweet little 
faith in your Uncle John we are about to clear 
up what might have been a very sad mystery." 
After he had put Freddie down on a chair, he 
produced the letter that Frank had lost, and 
handing the *tover' to Herman asked that youth- 



182 OUT OF DARKNESS INTO LIGHT 

ful post master if he knew anything about that. 
**Why," Herman replied, "that is the letter what 
I find when Prank trank his autobile, and I 
see it drop out his pocket, and I pick it up when 
the autobile run over it." "Are you stire?" 
asked the inspector. **Yes, sir, I stire, — 
for there is where I got lasses on it when I eat 
my piece.*' **Very well,*' said the inspector, 
and replacing inside it the letter that he had 
received from the post master, he handed it 
to Frank and asked him to kindly explain how 
it happened to be in his possession up to the 
time that he had lost it. As that young man 
reached out for it, he suddenly changed his mind 
and making a dash for the door pitched Freddie's 
chair violently forward and that dear little 
soul, striking his forehead on the door casing, 
lay unconscious and helplessly bleeding on the 
floor, while the mail robber was hastily crank- 
ing his automobile in which to make his escape. 
And here, dear reader, is where nature pro- 
claims the truth. We can lie to others; yes, 
we can even lie to the world; but we can not 
lie to our own hearts. As quick as a flash Helen 
picked that little child up in her arms, tears 
rolling down her cheeks as she sobbed out, 
**0h, my God! He has killed my darling baby 
boy." Laying him on a bed, her heart and 
her tears proclaimed the turth to all. First 
aid was applied by skillftd hands while a doc- 
tor was telephoned. Those skillftd hands belonged 
to the inspector, himself, and before the doc- 
tor arrived the wound was dressed in a manner 
that went to prove that he was a surgeon as 
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well as an inspector. His helping hand was 
readily offered to the local doctor as he made 
known to that gentleman that he belonged 
to the surgical staff of the United States Army. 
After Helen had calmed down and her tears 
had dried, he told her that he had become ac- 
quainted with John while on the fields of battle 
in far away Luzon. 

An examination and consultation was held. 
Besides a severe scalp wound, a slight frac- 
ture and concussion were the price that dear 
little man was to pay for his abiding faith in 
his Uncle John. And Helen was paying with 
an aching heart for the confidence in which she 
had been deficient. But the skillful hand and. 
broad experience of the inspector soon showed 
them that he was master of the situation, and 
in a short time the child was resting easily. 
Fear now took possession of Helen that the in- 
spector could not stay until the danger mark was 
passed, but he soon set her at ease by stating 
that inasmuch as the accident had occurred in 
connection with his line of duty, that it was for 
him to remain with them until his services were 
no longer needed. Until that time he could be 
found at the hotel. Quiet and contentment 
were the remedies that were prescribed and it 
was her duty to see that these niles were strictly 
observed. 

A long day and a longer night slowly wore 
themselves away, and on the next day, as the 
inspector and the doctor were making their 
first call and as Helen was on her knees at the 
bedside, the blue-grey eyes of that little boy 
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were opend and the word 'Mamma' came from 
his lips. Helen's lips were pressed on his in an 
instant as she said, "Yes, my dear baby boy, 
what is it?" He looked straight in her eyes and 
said, **You is my Mamma, isn't you?" **Yes, 
darling, I am yotir very own Mamma. But you 
must be very quiet." **0h, yes," he said, **I 
twiet now. But my, I had a nice sleep and I 
dream of Uncle John. We dot a letter from Unde 
John, didn't we?" **No," she answered,** but, 
we are going to get one now." **0h," he said, 
**I dot one. And he say he come and kiss me 
on the mouth. An I want my Uncle John to 
come. An I want Herman." The other little 
partner was soon brought and led into the room 
and to Freddie's bedside and after looking at 
his bandaged head for a moment, **Dracious," 
he said, **but that Prank did run an he trank his 
autobile, an away he went. But I dess he mus 
be stared. But that man on the tars give the 
letter to Uncle John all right, for the spector 
say that Uncle John give it to him. I dess we 
done dood when we puts lots of stamps on." 
**Yes," said Freddie, **An now Uncle John go- 
ing to write for that man say he was. My," 
he said, **but my head hurt, and I want to go 
to sleep again. Goodbye." As Herman was 
reluctantly pushed from the room Freddie had 
again closed his eyes in slumber and Mamma, 
Uncle John and *tars' were the words that wotild 
break from his lips as he slept, showing where 
his little mind was wandering. 

Days were slowly passing and the doctors 
said that he was doing as well as could be ex- 
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pected, but the inspector remarked that it wotdd 
be a great help to the child if John could come 
and see him. **0h, but" said Helen, "it is so 
far that he can't come." "Can't come?" quickly 
replied the inspector, "Lady, if you knew John 
as well as I do you would know that there wotdd 
be only one way to prevent him from coming 
if he knew that he was wanted, and that one 
way would be to shoot him before he started. 
And," he said, "I am going to send him a message 
this very day, for there has been no one that 
has been troubled over this affair any more 
than John, himself, and I think it would be an 
injustice to keep him in ignorance of it. Be- 
sides, it wotdd be a great help to your little boy 
to have his Uncle John where he could learn 
more about him. Until that concussion is en- 
tirely removed we will have to be very careful 
to keep his little mind in a satisfied and con- 
tented condition and there is nothing that will 
gratify him more than to have his Uncle John 
right here at his bedside." After leaving the 
necessary directions to be followed during the 
day he took his departure back to the hotel. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

The glories of autumn were beaming down 
on the golden West in a way that only the Gold- 
en West knows anything about, for that is 
the season when nattire reimburses everyone 
for whatever extremes she has been guilty of. 
At that season the cold of the winter and the 
heat of the summer are melted into one, and 
a happy medium is the result. We may sing, 
**As blue as the skies of June," but there they 
are blue in September; and **When de fros am 
on de punkin and de co'n am in de shock," is 
when the Northwest is at its best. The sun 
was slowly sinking and was sending streamers of 
light back over its trail, as though in fear that 
it had neglected in some way a part of its duties 
for the day, and wanted to be sure that it had left 
nothing undone before it retired for the night. 

The tune of the hammer and the saw had 
ceased for the day and now everyone was wend- 
ing their way in the direction of their own thres- 
hold or the numerous boarding houses that 
they chose to call their homes. But there 
was one who would have considered it a very 
severe breach of dicipline had he partaken of 
his day's-end repast before he had visited the 
post office. He was headed briskly in that 
direction when he was hailed by a messenger 
boy who handed him one of those little yellow 
envelopes that every one dreads to touch, for 
in times gone by they have been the forerunner 
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of more heart aches and tears than any other 
means of conmiunication. Halting in his ptir- 
pose, he opened and read above the signattire 
of the post office inspector, **Come if possible. 
You are needed." **It must be,'* he said to 
himself, **as this comes from the home town of 
Helen and Freddie and is from the inspector, 
that it is something regarding the irregularity 
of our mail and that the breach has been lo- 
cated. But, why should he want me? Never- 
theless he must want me or he never would ask 
me to make such a trip, and anyway I want to 
see my little man." So he continued his visit 
to the post office. After supper he hurriedly 
got everything into shape for his departure on 
the next day. The trip, he knew, was some- 
thing in regard to his mail, but he wished that 
the inspector had been a little more explicit 
as to the reasons for such a call. But for some 
reason that he was unable to account for he 
was glad that it had happened, and he wanted 
the journey to begin and to end as soon as pos- 
sible. 

When the next east bound train pulled out, 
he was among the passengers. To those who 
have never been placed in such a position it 
would be hard to describe his feelings; for the 
uncertainty of not knowing whether to expect 
good or bad is bound to relieve any journey 
of some of its pleasures. 

But in time it came to an end, and arriving 
at the little town that marked his destination 
he proceeded to the one and only hotel, and on 
glancing over the register found that the inspec- 
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tor had been there for several days. Inquir- 
ing of the proprietor as to where he might be 
found, he was informed by that gentleman 
that at present he was in the cotmtry looking 
for a little instirance business. John 'tumbled.! 
The inspector was posing as an insurance argent! 
John, then, was in a quandary. He inquired 
for the post office with the intention of making 
his wants known there, but again that might 
spoil the whole thing. So he mentioned several 
names, — ones that just happened to come into 
his head, — and among the names was the name 
of Helen's father. That being the only one 
that the ever obliging landlord knew about, 
the location of his little farm was pointed out 
and as distance has no terrors for a Westerner 
he left his grip at the hotel and proceeded into 
the cotmtry in the direction of Helen's home. 
But before leaving he notified the proprietor 
that if the insurance agent shotild return while 
he was absent, that he was to be informed that 
John had reached town and would be back 
in a short time. 

After a pleasant and refreshing walk he was 
soon in front of a neat little cottage that had 
a background of orchard, shrubbery and gar- 
den. Turning in, he approached the house. 
No one was in sight, and as he drew near he 
noticed that he had to pass an open window 
from whence he thought he heard the voice 
of some one talking. Glancing in that direc- 
tion as he came opposite, the picture that was 
spread before his eyes brought him to a stand- 
still, and for once he forgot the propriety of 
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the occasion and stood rudely staring in on the 
scene that held him spellbound. Bolstered up 
with pillows, his youthful forehead done up in 
bandages, and on a snowy bed, half lay and 
half sat a little child. On her knees at the bed- 
side, their faces quite close together and in 
earnest conversation with the little lad, was 
Helen. John was momentarily fixed to the 
spot, but when the thought of the rudeness of 
his act flashed across his mind, he advanced 
toward the wide open front door. As he stood 
on the threshold and before he rapped, he could 
plainly see that the open door of the bed room 
was directly before him He quietly entered 
and stood in the open doorway unnoticed, just as 
that little child was saying earnestly, **I dess 
know he will tum. Mamma. For when I dream, 
you tum in the room and take me by the han, and 
tiss me; and when Uncle John timi, and dess as I 

reach out my han like dis " And as the hand 

of the little sufferer was reached out to illustrate 
to his mamma the vividness of his dream, — ^John 
stepped forward, — and clasping the little outstret- 
ched hand in his, he said, **You grasped the hand 
of your Uncle John, my dear little man, and 
your dream came true!" And kneeling down 
at the bedside by the side of Helen, who as yet 
was unnoticed, and as the fair little face was 
turned in his direction, the lips of the father- 
less child and the childless man for the first time 
came together. Fondly looking into each other's 
eyes John was on the point of inquiring as to 
the cause of the bandages and why he was to 
find his little man in that condition, when he 
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felt a hand upon his houlder. Lrooking around, 
his eyes met those of Helen for the first, and 
noticing a hand on her shoulder too, they both 
looked up into the eyes of that grand old inspect- 
or as he stood behind them, and for a moment 
all were speechless. Then the longest, the 
purest, and the most eloquent speech that had 
ever left the lips of that noble old man broke 
forth as he remarked, **You may tell me about 
both fame and fortune; about power, skill and 
glory; but give me the faith of a little child." 
And turning around he left the room, leaving 
a pair of eyes of blue looking steadily into a 
pair of brown. Two pairs of arms were on the 
point of rising, when these words fell from the 
lips of that little child, **I dess know he tum," 
— and he was fast asleep. 

Side by side they looked down into the face 
of the little slumberer, and then, each placing 
a kiss on his little cheek, they tiptoed from the 
room. And while the angels of peace were 
hovering about his little head, the events of 
the past were carefully recited and in a way 
that bespoke that one question, at last, was 
forever settled. Plans for the future were now 
crowding back the memories of the past, and 

While crossed on slumber's peaceful breast 

That promised guiding hand 

Had done its part, and lay at rest 

Midst the dreams of fairyland, 

That with sledge-like blows had forged the link 

That held hope's reward in sight; 

And led two hearts to that glorious brink 

Of God's own promised light. 



CONCLUSION 

Times had changed; the clouds were pushed 
aside, and now he knew that the hand of fate 
was satisfied; He had paid the price for the 
former wanton indiflEerence that had so marked 
the career of his earlier life; and now he was 
coming into his reward. 

Times had changed; the balm of a true love 
was to heal her bruised and tortured heart. 
Two hearts were melted into one, and that one 
was the little child; for he held the key to both. 

That grand old inspector had informed them 
that Frank had been captured in a town a short 
distance oflE, and was being held at his request. 
But through the pleadings of all concerned, the 
inspector was prevailed upon to drop the case 
against him. But only in one way could that 
be done, and through the kindness of his heart, 
he found the way: he wired to the oflBcials that 
were holding Frank that there was a mistake 
and that they were to set him free. The worthy 
Frank, thinking that there must be some mus- 
take in such an order, lost no time in absenting 
himself from those parts, never to return. And 
as the inspector was bidding his farewells to 
them all, he filled their hearts with joy by tell- 
ing them that now at any time Freddie could 
join his little partner, and that together they 
could now complete their education as to the 
duties and requirements demanded in our pos- 
tal system. Who can say but that in some 
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futtire time we may call them otir post master 
generals! And while all this may be transpir- 
ing there are at least two happy hearts that are 
sending forth the sweet refrain, that 

Fame and fortune are but ppor and weak contenderB 

In the race to reach that bright and happy goaL 

If we choose the Golden Rule as our defender, 

And to pilot us beyond life's hidden shoal; 

If we lift the mystic veil where hopes are hiding, 

And spread the truth to the winds of every zone. 

That from the lips of a little child shall come the tiding 

That its the love beneath the roof that makes the home. 

As we tramp the path of life across the heather. 

That God has hedged with rose and thorn on every side. 

While hand in hand our joys and trials we bear together, 

As to achievements of the past we point with pride; 

Let us not forget that old and oft told story. 

That is known in every land 'neath Heaven's dome. 

And in songs of joy proclaim in all its glory. 

That its the love oeneath the roof that makes the home. 

In the fields of strife midst riflery and saber. 

In pursuits of peace that crown the world with pride; 

In pulpit, pit, or press, our path of labor 

Will be hedged with peace and joy on every side. 

If our hopes are fanned to life from dying embers 

That lie smouldering at the foot of fortune's throne, 

Into life's triumphant blaze we must remember. 

That its the love beneatib the roof that makes tiie home. 

THE END 
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